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]^^  OTE. 

About  eight  years  ago  we  published  a  collection  of  "  Select 
English  Poems,  with  Gaelic  Translations."  We  then  promised, 
that  should  the  Work  meet  with  success,  our  readers  might 
look  lor  a  Second  Series  at  some  future  time.  We  ai'e  happy  to 
say  that  our  first  endeavour  met  with  sufficient  encouragement 
to  induce  us  to  fulfil  our  promise,  and  what  follows  is  the  result. 
We  have  again  to  offer  an  apology  for  the  want  of  a  proper 
arrangement  of  subjects,  a  thing  utterly  impossible  under  the 
circumstances ;  and  this  want  will  be  felt  even  more  in  this 
Series,  there  being  more  of  a  mixture  of  sacred  and  secular 
matter  than  in  the  First.  We  had  just  to  take  the  pieces  as 
they  came  to  our  hand.  The  piincipal  objects  we  had  in  view, 
in  issuing  these  compilations  were, — First,  to  improve  the  taste 
of  Highland  youths,  by  placing  before  them  in  English  and 
in  Gaelic  extracts  from  the  works  of  the  British  Poets  ;  and  the 
Second,  to  help  to  develope  the  ample  resources  of  the  Gaelic 
Language.  To  enable  us  to  attend  to  the  latter  efficiently,  we 
found  it  expedient  to  insert  translations  of  secular  as  well  as 
religious  poetry  ;  and  although  we  are  fully  aware  that  the 
pieces  in  the  First  Series  are  more  select,  yet  we  trust  that  our 
readers  will  fiud  this  effort  refreshing  and  instructive ;  and  let 
them  not  despair  of  seeing  even  a  Third  Series.  We  take  this 
opportunity  of  returning  our  best  thanks  to  the  many  kind 
friends  who  have  helped  us  by  their  valuable  contributions,  as 
well  as  by  aiding  us  in  disposing  of  the  First  Series. 
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SECOND  SERIES. 


LORD  ULLIN'S  DAUGHTER. 

A  Chieftain  to  the  Highlands  bound, 

Cries,  "Boatman,  do  not  tarry, 
And  I'll  give  thee  a  silver  pound, 

To  row  us  o'er  the  ferry  ! " 

"  Now,  who  be  ye,  would  cross  Lochgyle, 

This  dark  and  stormy  water  ?" 
"0,  I'm  the  chief  of  Ulva's  Isle, 

And  this  Lord  UUin's  daughter; — 

"  And  fast  before  her  father's  men. 

Three  days  we've  fled  together ; 
For  should  he  find  us  in  the  glen, 

My  blood  would  stain  the  heather. 

"  His  horsemen  hard  behind  us  ride — 

Should  they  our  steps  discover ; 
Then,  who  would  cheer  my  bonny  bride, 

When  they  have  slain  her  lover?" 

Outspoke  the  hardy  Highland  wight, 

"  I'll  go,  my  chief — I'm  ready  : 
It  is  not  for  your  silver  bright, 

But  for  your  winsome  lady  ! 

"  And,  by  my  word,  the  bonny  bird 

In  danger  shall  not  tarry  ; 
So — tho'  the  waves  are  raging  white — 

I'll  row  you  o'er  the  ferry  I " — 

By  this  the  storm  grew  loud  apace. 

The  water  wraith  was  shrieking. 
And  in  the  scowl  of  heaven,  each  face 

Grew  dark  as  they  were  speaking. 

But  still  as  wilder  blew  the  wind. 

And  as  the  night  grew  drearer,  ^^  j,  r^  >• 

A  down  the  glen  rode  armed  men  I —    <^' "  q    '-^:- 

Their  trampling  sounded  nearer  !    -^       .<. 
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NIGHEAN  TIGHBARN  UILIN. 

Thuirt  Gaisgeach,  'dol  gu  tir  nam  heann, 

"A  Phortair  na  dean  moille, 
'S  gu'n  toir  mi  gini  dhuit  a  chum 

Ar  cur  taobh  thall  na  linne  I " — 

"Co  sibhse  rachadh  thar  Lochgoil, 
Aig  meud  na  gaoith  's  na  doininn?  " 

"Air  Eilean  Ulbha  's  mis'  is  oighr', 
'S  i  mhaighdean  s'  nighean  Tighearn  Uilin. 

*•  Luchd-feachd  a  h-athar  oirnn  tha'n  geall, 
'S  ruith  sinn  gu  teann  tri  laithean; 

Na  'm  beireadh  iad  oirnn  anns  a'  ghleann, 
Bhiodh  m'  f  huil  air  ball  mu  'n  lamhan. 

*'Na'n  aimseadh  a  mharc-shluagh  oirnn, 

'S  iad  air  ar  toir  'g  ar  leanailt, 
Co  thogadh  misneach  na  h-òigh*, 

'Nuair  leònadh  iad  a  leannan?" 

Labhair  an  Gàidheal  nach  robh  fann, 
*'Leibh  theid  mi  null  sa'  mhionaid : 

Cha  'n  e  do  dhuais  tha  ga  m'  thoirt  ann, 
Ach  'n  ribhinn  tha  ga  d'  leanailt. 

"'S  cha'n  fhan  a' mhaighdean  's  àiUidh  snuadh 

'An  cunnart  cruaidh  ni  's  faide ; 
Oir  ged  a  dh'  eireadh  muir  na  stuagh'n — 

'S  an  uair  so  theid  sinn  thairis !"— • 

Mu  'n  am  so  bhòc  an  cuan  gu  h-àrd, 
'S  caoir  bhàn  air  bhàrr  nan  tonnan, 

'S  am  feadh  a  labhair,  iad  bha  each 
Ri  f  aisineachd  mu  'n  doininn. 

Ach  mar  bu  mho  a  sheid  a  ghaoth, 

'S  a  sgaoil  an  oidhche  tharuinn, 
A  nuas  an  gleann  gu'n  cualas  srann, 

Luchd-lann  a'  teachd  le  farum. 


"  Ob  !  haste  thee,  haste !"  the  lady  cries, 

«^  Tho'  tempest  round  us  gather, 
I'll  meet  the  raging  of  the  skies, 

But  not  an  angry  father." 

The  boat  has  left  a  stormy  land, 

A  stormy  sea  before  her — 
When — oh!  too  strong  for  human  hand  I — 

The  tempest  gather'd  o'er  her. 

And  still  they  rowed  amidst  the  roar 

Of  waters  fast  prevailing  : 
Lord  Ullin  reach'd  that  fatal  shore — 

His  wrath  was  clianged  to  wailing. 

For  sore  dismayed,  through  storm  and  shade, 

His  child  he  did  discover  ! — 
One  lovely  arm  she  stretch'd  for  aid, 

And  one  was  round  her  lover. 

"  Come  back!  come  back  I"  he  cried  in  grief, 

*'  Across  this  stormy  water  : 
And  I'll  forgive  your  Highland  chief. 

My  daughter  I  oh  !  my  daughter  I" 

'Twas  vain  I — the  loud  waves  lash'd  the  shore, 

Return  or  aid  preventing  : 
The  waters  wild  went  o'er  his  child — 

And  he  was  left  lamenting. 

LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  HESTER 
STANHOPE.* 

She  left  behind  her  dearest  friends. 

In  other  lands  to  roam, 
The  desert 's  now  her  resting-place, 

Her  country  and  her  home  : 

*  Lady  Hester  Stanhope  was  the  fayourite  niece  of  Williami 
Pitt,  for  whom  she  acted  as  confidential  secretary  ;  and  it  is  alsoi 
said  that  she  had  been  affianced  to  Sir  John  Moore,  who  fell  at 
Corruna.  Her  strong  atiections  being  blighted,  and  her  talents 
and  energies  left  without  an  object,  by  the  death  of  her  uncle  and 


"  0  !  greasaibb,"  ars'  an  òigh  gu  luatb, 
•'Ged  chuartaich  cuantan  tharuiun. 

Am  mèin  an  f  hreasdail  tbeid  's  an  uair 
Mu'n  còmblaich  gruaman  m'  athar." 

Bba  'n  stoirm  araon  air  muir  *s  air  lir, 
'Nuair  rinn  am  bàta  imeacbd, 

Bba  gàirdean  feòlmhor  lag  air  cbinnt', 
'S  na  tuinn  le  gaoith  'gan  iomain. 

'S  am  feadb  a  dh'  iomair  iad  gu  seòlt' 
Feadh  doininn  mbòìr  a's  sillidh, 

Thàinig  Tigbearn  XJilin  air  an  tòìr, 
'S  a  mbòrcbuis  pbill  gu  tioma. 

Le  mulad  chunnaic  beagan  uaith 
Air  feadb  nan  stuagb  a  leanabb  ! — 

Aon  gbàirdean  gràdbacb  sbìn  i  suas, 
A's  aon  mu'n  cuairt  d'a  leannan. 

"0  tbig  air  t'  ais!"  gblaoidb  e  le  bròn, 
"  Roimb  bbòcanaicb  nan  tonnan : 

A's  maitbeam  dbuit  gu  saor  fadbeòidb, 
Mo  nigbean  òg  ro  loinneil." 

Bu  diombain  tilleadb  feadb  nan  tonn, 
Bha  tuilleadb  's  trom  ri  'n  gleacbdadb: 

An  f  bairge  cbaidb  i  tbar  an  ceann — 
'S  a  cball  gu'n  d'rinn  e  fhaicinn. 


RANNAN  MU  BHAS  NA  MNA  UAI8LE  AINMEIL, 
HESTER  STANHOPE. 

0  'dùtbaicb  a*s  o  'cairdean  db'fbalbh 

Gu  fearann  fad'  an  cein  ; 
'S  e'm  fasacb  nis  a  h-ionad  taimb, 

'S  a  dacbaidb  bbos  fo'n  gbrein  : 

her  lover,  she  withdrew  from  European  society,  and  retired  to  the 
cheerless  solitude  of  an  old  convent  in  Syria,  where  she  acquired 
great  influence  over  the  Arabs,  who  conferred  upon  her  the  title 
of  "  Queen  of  the  Desert,"  in  return  for  her  open-handed  munifi- 
cence and  indomitable  courage. 


For  her  Arabia's  sweets  distil, — 

For  her  its  blossoms  fall, 
And  Lebanon's  proud  cedars  yield 

To  deck  her  sylvan  hall. 

The  Syrian  brings  his  golden  fruit 

And  all  his  spicy  store, 
An  offering  to  "  The  Desert  Queen" 

From  many  a  sunny  shore  ; 
The  Arab  leaves  his  smiling  tents, 

Forgets  his  prize  abroad, 
To  guard  his  "  goddess  "  o'er  the  wild, 

And  kiss  the  path  she  trod. 

From  Ethiopia's  torrid  clime 

To  Sinai's  hoary  height, 
Her  frown  can  arm  the  slumbering  vale. 

Or  quell  the  stormy  fight : 
The  warrior  humbly  bends  the  knee. 

Or  drops  the  gory  sword, 
Rejoices  in  her  gracious  smile. 

Or  trembles  at  her  word  ! 

But,  Lady  !  hast  thou  never  thought, 

Amid  thy  pomp  and  power, 
Of  Home  and  all  its  thousand  ties 

And  childhood's  happy  hour  ? 
Oh  I  hast  thou  never  heaved  a  sigh 

Or  dropt  a  pensive  tear 
O'er  memories  of  thy  native  land, 

And  all  thy  kindred  dear  ? 

Or  did  thy  friends  of  early  youth, 

Like  flowers  untimely  fall. 
And  leave  thee,  last  of  all  thy  race. 

To  tread  thy  father's  hall  ? 
And  didst  thou  shun  the  lonely  spot 

To  seek  another  shore, 
To  mourn  o'er  joys  and  honours  gone, 

That  may  return  no  more  ? 


Tha  bòltracli  tlàth  Arabia 

A' sgaoileadh  air  gach  taobh, 
'S  tha  seudair  àrda  Lebanoin 

'Cur  mais'  a's  dreach  faraon. 

Na  Sirianaich  thig  iad  le  meas, 

A's  spisreadh  mar  an  ceudn'; 
A's  tiodhlacan  bheir  leotha  fòs 

0  iomadh  àite  cè^'n. 
An  t-Arabach  gu'm  fag  a  bhùth, 

'S  gach  maoin  a's  ni  ta  ann, 
Gu  teanacas  thoirt  d'a  Bhanrighin  fèin, 

'S  a  dion  le  faobhar  lann. 

0  Ethopia  'an  cein 

Gu  mullach  beinn  Shinai ; 
A  gruaim  gu'n  gluas  an  sluagh  gu  h-euchd, 

No  ciùinichidh  gu  sàimh  ; 
An  gaisgeach  treun  gu'n  lùb  a  ghlùn, 

'S  gu'n  leig  a  chlaidheamh  sios, 
A's  criothnaichidh  le  geilt  roi'  gnùis, 

No  bidh  e  ait  'na  sid. 

Ach  innis  an  do  smaointich  riamh, 

'Am  meadhon  do  mhòr  uaill, 
Air  dachaidh  t'òige  's  air  do  dhàimh, 

Le  miltean  ceangal  buan  Ì 
'N  do  dhùisg  an  osna  ann  a'd'  chòm  ? 

'N  do  shil  gu  dlvith  do  dheòir, 
A'  cuimhneachadh  do  dhùthcha  fèin, 

A's  chàirdean  nach  'eil  beò  ? 

A's  càirdean  t'òig'  an  d'  shearg  iad  as, 

Mar  mhaise  blàth  an  fheòir  ? 
'S  an  lùchairt  t'athar  'n  robh  'nan  deigh 

A'd'  dheòraidh  truagh  fo  bhròn  ? 
'N  do  sheachainn  thu  an  t-àite  sin, 

'S  an  d'iarr  thu  dùthaich  chèin, 
Gu  tuireadh  air  son  gean  a's  àgh 

Nach  pill  gu  brath  riut  fein  ? 
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Say,  did  thy  friends  deceive  thy  love 

And  rend  thy  youthful  heart  ? 
And  did'st  thou  flee  like  stricken  deer 

To  languish  o'er  the  dart  ? 
Did  Araby's  fair  gardens  seem 

More  lovely  in  thine  eye, 
Than  all  the  ties  that  bind  the  soul, 

To  home  and  infancy  ? 

'Tis  vain  to  ask  !  "  The  Desert  Queen" 

Hath  reached  the  peaceful  shore, 
Where  faint  and  weary  pilgrims  rest, 

Their  toil  and  trouble  o'er  ! 
The  Bedouin  has  planted  there 

The  fairest  flowers  he  found  ! 
To  show  the  spot  in  which  she  sleeps, 

And  mark  the  sacred  ground  ! 


THE  INFANT'S  DREAM. 

Know  ye  who  I  saw  last  night, 

Sleeping  on  my  bed,  Mamma  ? 
A  shining  creature  all  in  light  ; 

She  seem'd  a  heavenly  maid,  Mamma. 
She  met  me  tripping  o'er  the  dew, 

Fine  as  a  queen  of  May,  Mamma  ; 
She  saw,  she  smil'd,  she  to  me  flew, 

And  bade  me  come  away,  Mamma. 

1  look'd,  I  lov'd  I,  blush'd  a-while, 

0  how  could  I  say,  No,  Mama  ? 
She  spoke  so  sw^eet,  so  sweet  did  smile, 

1  was  oblig'd  to  go,  Mamma  : 
For  love  my  tender  heart  beguil'd, 

I  felt  unusual  flames.  Mamma. 
My  infant-fancy  turn'd  so  wild, 

So  strangely  wild  my  dreams.  Mamma. 

I  was,  T  was,  I  know  not  how, 

0  had  you  been  with  me,  Mamma  ! 
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'N  do  mheall  do  chàirdean  tbu  le  foill 

'A  bhris  do  chridhe  leònt'  ì 
'S  mar  earb  an  dèigli  a  lot  gu  goirt 

'N  do  theich  thu  'n  so  o'n  tòir  ? 
Bheil  liosan  cùbhr'  Arabia 

Ni's  gràdhaiche  leat  fèin 
Na  h-uile  àit'  ab'  ionmhuinn  leat, 

A's  neach  d'  au  d'  thug  thu  spèis  ? 

Is  diomhain  f  harraid — chaidh  i  nis 

Thar  lordan  fhuar  a'  bhàis, 
Far  'faigh  na  h-ànraich  fois  o'n  sgios, 

A's  fuasgladh  o  gach  càs  : 
An  t-Arabach  gu'n  sàth  an  sin 

Am  blàth  a  b'  àile  f  huair, 
A  nochdadh  cà'  bheil  i  fo'n  lie, 

'S  mar  chomharr  air  a  h-uaigh  ! 


BRUADAR  AN  LEINIBH. 

Bheil  fhios  agaibh  am  bruadar  neònach 

'Chunnaic  mis'  an  raoir,  Mhamà  ? 
Creutair  maiseach,  geal,  ro  ghlòrmhor. 

Mar  òigh  neamhaidh  shoilk',  Mhamà. 
Choinnich  i  mi  air  an  drùchd, 

A's  sheall  i  rium  le  failt',  Mhamà  ; 
'N  sin  thàinig  i  gu  grad  dhomh  dliith, 

A's  thuirt  i  rium,  *'  Thig  leain,  a  ghràidh.' 

Dh'  amhairc  mi,  a's  thug  mi  gaol  dh'i, 

A  diiiltadh  cha'n  f  haodainn,  Mhamà  ; 
Labhair  i  cho  milis,  caomli  rium, 

A's  chaidh  mi  leath'  gu  saor,  Mhamà. 
Oir  mheall  an  gaol  mo  chridhe  maoth, 

Bha  lasair  nach  robh  faoin,  Mhamà, 
'Cur  fadadh  ri  m'  aigne  gun  rian, 

Bha  m*  aisling  cho  beag  ciall,  Mharaà. 

Bha  mi — ni  'm  fios  domli  mar  a  bha — 
Ach  Oh  !  na  'm  biodh  sibh  ann,  Mhama  ; 
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Such  wonders  open  to  our  view, 
As  none  but  angels  see,  Mamma. 

Methought  we  wander'd  in  a  grove, 
A  grove  in  pleasant  fields,  Mamma  ; 

In  joyful  measures  on  we  move, 
As  music  rapture  yields,  Mamma, 

She  took  me  in  her  snow-white  hand. 

Then  led  me  through  the  air.  Mamma, 
Far  higher  above  sea  and  land. 

Than  ever  eagles  were,  Mamma  ! 
The  sea  and  land,  with  all  their  stores, 

Of  rivers,  woods,  and  hills,  Mamma, 
Indeed  they  do  appear  no  more 

Than  a  few  little  pills.  Mamma. 

I  sought,  and  sought  Papa's  estate, 

But  found  it  not  at  all,  Mamma. 
The  world,  in  whole,  seem'd  not  so  great 

As  half  a  cannon-ball.  Mamma. 
We  saw  the  sun,  but  like  a  star. 

The  moon,  a  mustard-seed,  Mamma. 
Like  Elias  in  his  fiery  car, 

Being  wing'd  with  lightning's  speed,  Mamma. 

Swift  as  our  thoughts,  0  joyful  day  ! 

We  glance  through  all  the  spheres.  Mamma  ; 
Their  music  sounding  by  the  way, 

Heaven  rush'd  upon  our  ears,  Mamma  ; 
Now  spheres,  and  all  we  knew  before, 

Are  lost  unto  our  view,  Mamma  ; 
The  former  things  are  now  no  more, 

Behold,  all  things  are  new.  Mamma. 

No  death  there  is,  nor  sorrow  there, 

To  interrupt  our  bliss  Mamma ; 
For  death,  sin,  hell,  and  sorrow  are 

Deep-buried  in  th'  abyss,  Mamma. 
With  wintry  storms  the  ground  ne'er  pines, 

Cloth'd  in  eternal  bloom,  Mamma  ; 
The  Sun  of  glory  ever  shines. 

The  Just  they  shine  with  him,  Mamma. 
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Dh'fhosgail  iongantais  gach  taobh, 

Nach  fhaic  ach  aingle  naomh,  Mhamà. 

Th'air  leam  gun  d'  imich  sinn  measg  chraobh, 
Bu  taitneach  leam  an  raon,  Mhamà, 

Le  aoibhneas  a'  gluasad  le'r  deòin, 
Mar  ghleusas  binn  cheòl  gach  cail. 

'N  sin  thog  i  'n  àirde  mi  gu  grad, 

'S  mi  aic'  na  sneachd-ghil  laimh,  Mhamà, 
Ni  's  fhaide  os  ceann  muir  a's  tir, 

Na  bha  iolar  riamb,  Mhama. 
A'  mhuir  a's  tir,  's  gach  ni  ta  annt', 

Gach  coill  a's  beinn,  gach  srath  a's  cam, 
Bu  lugh'  iad  gu  leir  ann  ar  beachd, 

No  graine  do  chloich-shneachd,  Mhama. 

'N  sin  sheall  mi,  agus  sheall  mi  ris, 

'S  cha  d'fhuair  mi  'n  oighreachd  aig  Papa  ; 
An  saoghal  gu  leir  cha  bu  mho, 

Na  peilear  gunna  mhòir,  Mharaà. 
Cha  bu  mho  na  rionnag  a'  ghrian, 

A'  ghealach  no  ròs  crìon,  Mhamà  ; 
Sinn  'direadh  mar  Elias  suas, 

Mar  dhealanach  aig  luath's,  Mhama. 

Oh  'n  turas  aoibhneach  !  luath  mar  smuain, 

Os  ceann  nan  speur  'del  suas,  Mhama  ; 
Gu  h-obann  chuairt'cheadh  sinn  le  ceòl, 

A's  flaitheanas  na  glòir,  Mhama. 
Cha  chuala  cluas,  cha'n  fhaca  sùil, 

A  leithid  a  shluagh  's  a  dhu  ich,  Mhama, 
Na  seann  nithe  chaidh  'n  cur  air  ciil, 

Gach  uile  ni  ann  iir,  Mhama. 

Is  cha  'n  'eil  has  an  sin  no  bròn, 

Ach  aoibhneas  siorruidh  's  solas  Ian  ; 
Am  has,  am  peacadh,  ifrinn   s  bròn, 

Chaidh  'n  adhlacadh  'san  doimhn'  gu  bràth. 
'N  so  cha  'n  'eil  geamhradh  cranntaidh,  fuar, 

Ach  samhradh  buan  gun  cheann,  Mhama  ; 
Oir  Grian  na  glòir'  tha  'dealradh  shuas, 

'S  na  fireana  na  làth'r,  Mhama. 


12 

I  saw  my  sister  Anna  shine, 

A  virgin  in  her  prime,  Mamma  ; 
Not  such  as  with  you  sometimes  dine  ; 

But  like  the  angels  fine,  Mamma  ; 
Her  robe  was  all  a  flowing  stream 

Of  silver  dipt  in  light,  Mamma; 
But  ah  !  it  wak'd  me  from  my  dream, 

It  shin'd  so  strong  and  bright,  Mamma ! 


THE  HERMIT. 

At  the  close  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  still, 
And  mortals  the  sweets  of  forgetfulness  prove  ; 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  hill, 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale's  song  in  the  grove  ; 
'Twas  then  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  afar, 
A  hermit  his  song  of  the  night  thus  began; 
No  more  with  himself,  or  with  nature,  at  war, 
He  thought  as  a  sage,  while  he  felt  as  a  man. 

Ah  !  why  thus  abandoned  to  darkness  and  woe, 
Why  thus,  lonely  Philomel,  flows  thy  sad  strain  ! 
For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  bestow, 
And  thy  bosom  no  trace  of  misfortune  retain. 
Yet,  if  pity  inspire  thee,  ah !  cease  not  thy  lay  ; 
Mourn,  sweetest  complaiuer,  man  calls  thee  to  mourn: 
O  sooth  him,  whose  pleasures,  like  thine,  pass  away  ! 
Full  quickly  they  pass — but  they  never  return. 

"Now,  gliding  remote,  on  the  verge  of  the  sky, 
The  moon,  half  extinguished,  her  crescent  displays  : 
But  lately  I  marked,  when  majestic  on  high 
She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  her  blaze. 
Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb  !  and,  with  gladness,  pursue 
The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendour  again — 
But  man's  fading  glory  no  change  shall  renew. 
Ah  fool !  to  exult  in  a  glory  so  vain ! 

"  'Tis  night ;  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no  more. 
•I  mourn  ;  but,  ye  woodlands !  I  mourn  not  for  you : 
For  morn  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  restore, 
,  Perfumed  with  fragrance,  and  glittering  with  dew. 
Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I  mourn  ; 
Kind  nature  the  embryo  blossom  wiU  save — 
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Mo  phiuthar  Anna,  cliunnaic  mi,'' 

'Xa  h-òigh  slioillsich  ghil,  Mnamà, ' 
Cha  'n  ann  mar  iadsan  bhios  marr  ribhs*, ' 

Aig  dinnsar  no  aig  ti,  Mhamà. 
Ach  còmhdaichte  le  trusgan  riomhach, 

Dh'  airgiod  tumta  'n  solus  aigh  ; 
Ach  ah  !  gu'n  d'  dlmisg  e  mi  o  m'  bhruadar, 

'N  lainnear  bha  m'a  cuairt,  Mhama. 


AN  T-AONARAN. 


Mu  thoiseach  na  h-oidhch'  'n  uair  tha  'm  baile  mu  thàmh, 
'8  am  pobull  gu  suaimhneach,  gun  acain,  gun  phràmh  ; 
■'S  nach  cluinnear  ach  torman  an  uillt  air  a'  ghaoith, 
Agus  caoidhretin  na  feadaig  gu  dubhach  feadh  chraobh ; 
B'ann  an  sin  lamh  ri  uaimh,  fada  cian  o  gach  beo, 
'Sheinn  Aonaran  hath  gu  ro  thiamhaidh  a  cheol : 
Cha  mho  bha  ris  fein  no  ri  nàdur  an  gruaim, 
Oir  bhreithnich  mar  ghliocair  a's  dh'aidich  a  thruaigh'. 

"  Carson  tha  thu,  'f  headag,  cho  dubhach,  fo  ghruaim, 

Gu  h-ànraiteach,  acaineach,  'm  fasgadh  nam  bruach ! 

Oir  pilUdh  an  t-earrach  le  leannan  duit  fein, 

'S  do  chridhe  bidh  ait  am  measg  chrann  agus  gheug. 

Ach  truas  riamh  mu  dh'fhairich  na  cuitich  do  ghlaodh  : 

Le  daoine  guil  thus'  air  son  sòlais  a  chlaon  : 

Thoir  furtachd, —  ar  sonais  cha  mhair  ach  ro  ghearr  ! 

Gu  grad  theid  iad  seachad,  's  cha  phill  iad  gu  bràth. 

*'  Tha  'gheallach  air  tearnadh  o  àirde  nan  speur, 
'S  'ga  falach  fo'n  fhàire  'sa'  làgail  an  re  : 
Car  tacain  'na  mòrachd  gu'n  d'  shiubhail  i  shuas, 
'S  tha  na  reultan  fo  dhubhar  le  dealradh  a  snuaidh. 
Gabh  air  t'aghaidh  a'd'  chùrsa  gun  churam,  gun  sgios, 
Anns  a'  cheum  ni  do  threòrach'  gu  mòrachd  a  ris — 
Ach  uabhar  luchd-gòraich  cha  tèid  leo  fo'n  f  hod, 
'S  ciod  uime  'n  dean  duiue  gearr-shaoghalach  bòsd ! 

"  Tha'n  oidhch'  ann,  a's  maise  cha'n  f  haicear  air  cluan ; 
Ach  mo  thuireadh  cha'n  'eil  air  son  ghleann  agus  chruach : 
Oir  an  f  hàire  tha  'briseadh  ni  maiseach  as  ùr. 
Ah*  an  spisreadh  le  lusan,  's  fo  thlàth  dhealt  do'n  driichd. 
Cha'n  'eil  air  sou  diidlachd  a'  gheamhraidh  fo  phràmh  ; 
Oir  ni  tiom  agus  nàdur  gach  ni  mai  a  bha — 
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But,  vrhen  shall  spring  visit  the  mouldering  urn  ? 
O  !  when  shall  it  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  grave  ? 

"  'Twas  thus,  by  the  glare  of  false  science  betrayed, 

That  leads  to  bewilder  :  and  dazzles,  to  blind  ; 

My  thoughts  wont  to  roam,  from  shade  onward  to  shade, 

Destruction  before  me,  and  sorrow  behind. 

O  !  pity  great  Father  of  light !  then  1  cried, 

Thy  creature,  who  fain  would  not  wander  from  thee, 

Lo  !  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride : 

From  doubt  and  from  darkness  thou  only  canst  free. 

"And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying  away  ; 
No  longer  I  roam,  in  conjecture  forlorn  ; 
So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint,  and  astray, 
The  bright  and  the  balmy  effulgence  of  morn. 
See  truth,  love,  and  mercy,  in  triumph  descending, 
And  nature  all  glowing  in  Eden's  first  bloom  ! 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  death  smiles  and  roses  are  blending, 
And  beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb," 


THE  CHRISTAIN'S  PRAYER. 

My  God,  in  me  thy  mighty  power  exert, 

Enlighten,  comfort,  sanctify,  my  heart : 

Sweeten  my  temper,  and  subdue  my  will, 

Make  me  like  Jesus,  with  thy  spirit  fill. 

I  want  to  live  on  earth  a  life  of  faith. 

I  want  to  credit  all  the  Bible  saith  : 

I  want  to  imitate  my  Saviour's  life, 

Avoiding  lightness,  gloom,  and  sinful  strife. 

I  want  to  bring  poor  sinners  to  thy  throne, 

I  want  to  love  and  honour  Christ  alone : 

I  want  to   feel  the  Spirit's  inward  power, 

And  stand  prepared  for  death's  important  hour. 

I  want  a  meek,  a  gentle,  quiet  frame, 

A  heart  that  glows  with  love  to  Jesus's  name  : 

I  want  a  living  sacrifice  to  be. 

To  him,  who  died  a  sacrifice  for  me. 

I  want  to  do  whatever  God  requires, 

1  want  my  heart  to  burn  with  pure  desire : 

I  want  to  be  what  Christ  my  Lord  commands, 

And  leave  myself,  my  all,  in  his  dear  hands. 

0  Lord,  pour  out  thy  Spirit  on  my  soul, 

My  will,  my  temper,  and  my  tongue  control  ; 

Lead  me  through  life  to  glorify  thy  grace, 

And  after  death  to  see  thee  face  to  face  ! 
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Ach  c'uiu  a  thig  earrach  air  geamhradh  na  h-uaigb  ? 
A  dliùisgeas  ar  càirdean  gu  àileachd  a's  snuadh  ? 

"  B'auu  mar  so,  le  as-creidoamh,  a  dh'iinich.  mi  clith, 
Air  seachran  'sau  fhàsach  gu  h-àurai teach,  sgith  ; 
Mo  smuaiutean  bha  'siublial  air  cuspaireau  ceiu, 
A's  leir-sgrios  bha  romhain  a's  triobiaid  a'tn'  dheigh. 
O  !  Athair  na  soillse,  bi  caoimhneil  's  cum  bàigh 
Ri  creutair  air  seachran  's  gu  beachd  ann  an  càs, 
A'  sleuchdadh  's  an  duslach,  do  t'oideas  bheir  speis : 
'8  o  dhaorsa  's  o  theagamh  nis  teasraig  mi  fein, 

•'  Tha  dorchadas  's  gruaim  air  am  fuadach  's  gach  àifc', 

\S  utt's  fhaide  cha  ghluais  mi  fo  iomagain  's  to  chràdh  ; 

A  nis  am  fear-turais  air  seachran  cha  teid, 

l)ir  an  latha  tha  'sgaoileadh  gu  h-aobhach  an  cein. 

Faic  tiòcair  a's  firinn  a'  tiiirhng  a  nuas, 

'S  tha  nadur  fo  bhlàth  'na  ceud  àiUeachd  a's  snuadh  ! 

Air  guuis  fhuar  an  aoig  thig  gean  agus  raùirn, 

'tì  thig  maise  neo-bhàsmhor  an  àirde  o'n  iiir. 


URiNUIGH  A'  CHRIOSDUIDH. 

Annam-sa,  Dhia,  do  bhuaghan  naomha  nochd, 

Soillsich  a's  comhf  hurtaich  mo  chridhe  bochd; 

Mo  nadur  maothaich,  's  thoir  mo  thoil  gu  strìochd'— 

Le  d'  Spiorad  lion,  's  dean  cosmhuil  mi  ri  Criosd. 

Deònaich,  le  muinnghinn  naomh,  gu'u  caith  mo  re, 

'S  gu'n  creid  gach  ni  tha  'm  Biobuil  'cur  an  geill ; 

Ki  m'  Shlàn'ear  naomh  bhi  cosmhuil  'se-mo  mhiann 

Neo-bhaoghalta,  gun  ghruaim,  le  raogha  ciall. 

'S  e  m'  iarrtas  peacaich  thoirt  gu  caithir  grais, 

'S  do  losa  gràdh  a's  onair  thoirt  thar  chàich. 

Fo  chumhachd  Spioraid  Naomha  Dhe  bhi'm  feasd, 

'S  fa  chomhair  breitheanais  a  ghnath  bhi  deas. 

Bhi  macanta  a's  ciùin,  gun  stràichd,  gun  uaill, 

'S  mo  chridhe  ghnath  bhi  Ian  le  gràdh  do'n  Uan: 

'S  mar  iobairt  bheò  mi  fein  thoirt  suas  gach  am 

Dha-san  a  bhàsaich  air  mo  shon  air  crann — 

Gach  ni  dh'àithn  losa  dhomh  bhi  stiìochdt'  gach  am, 

'S  mi  fein  as  m'  uile  bhi  gu  tur  'na  laimh. 

Do  Spiorad  Naomha  taoni  air  m'  anam  fein, 

'S  mo  thoil  's  mo  nadur  bheir  dhuit  oràdh  gach  re  : 

Roi'n  t-saoghal  treòraich  mi  gu  cliù  do  ghràis, 

'S  thoir  dhomh  gu  laic  do  ghnùis  taobh  thall  a'  bhais. 
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PARADISE  LOST. 

(Continued  from  page  96  o/  First  Series.) 

If  thou  beest  he  ;  but  O  how  fallen !  how  cbang'd 

From  him,  who  in  the  happy  reahns  of  light, 

Cloth'd  with  transcendent  brightness,  didst  outshine 

Myriads,  tho'  bright !  if  he  whom  mutual  league, 

United  thoughts  and  counsels,  equal  hope 

And  hazard  in  the  glorious  enterprize, 

Join'd  with  me  once,  now  misery  hath  join'd 

In  equal  ruin  !  into  what  pit  thou  seest 

From  what  height  fall'n,  so  much  the  stronger  prov'd 

He  with  thunder  :  and  till  then  who  knew 

The  force  of  those  dire  arms  ?  Yet  not  for  those, 

Nor  what  the  potent  Victor,  in  his  rage, 

Can  else  inflict,  do  I  repent  or  change, 

Though  cbang'd  in  outward  lustre,  that  fix'd  mind 

And  high  disdain,  from  sense  of  injur'd  merit, 

That  with  the  Mightiest  rais'd  me  to  contend  ; 

And  to  the  fierce  contention  brought  along 

Innumerable  force  of  spirits  arm'd, 

That  durst  dislike  his  resign  ;  and  me  preferring, 

His  utmost  pow'r  with  adverse  pow'r  oppos'd 

In  dubious  battle  on  the  plains  of  heaven, 

And  shook  his  throne.     "What  tho'  the  field  be  lost  ? 

All  is  not  lost :  th'  unconquerable  will. 

And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate. 

And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield  ; 

And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome  ? 

That  glory  never  shall  his  wrath  or  might 

Extort  from  me.     To  bow  and  sue  for  grace 

"With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  his  power, 

Who  from  the  terror  of  this  arm  so  late 

Doubted  his  empire  ;  that  were  low  indeed, 

That  were  in  ignominy,  and  shame  beneath 

This  downfall :  since  by  fate  the  strength  of  gods, 

And  this  empyreal  substance  cannot  fail ; 

Since  through  experience  of  this  great  event 

In  arms  not  worse,  in  foresight  much  advanc'd. 

We  may  with  more  successful  hope  resolve 

To  wage  by  force  or  guile  eternal  war, 

Irreconcileable  to  our  grand  foe. 

Who  now  triumphs,  and  in  th'  excess  of  joy 

Sole  reigning,  holds  the  tyranny  of  heav'n. 

So  spake  th'  apostate  angel,  'though  in  pain, 
Vaunting  aloud,  but  rack'd  with  deep  despair : 
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AM  FOGRADH  A  PARAS. 

Ma 's  tù  'tha  ann,  ach  O  ma's  tù,  's  tù  'mhùth 

Bho'n  staid  's  an  robh  thu'n  tir  an  t-soluist  àigh, 

'N  ad  eideadh  boisgeanda  measg  mhiltean  flath 

'G  an  glainead  dhearsadh  tù  :  'n  tii  sheas  leam  'suas 

Comh-cheangailt  ann  am  boinn, — mar  aon  am  beachd 

Gun  chaochladh  ruin,  's  gach  comhairl'  dh'aontaich  sinn 

'An  diiil  's  an  dochas,  còmhla  anns  gach  càs, — 

'S  an  ionnsaidh  thoirbheartaich  nach  deachaidh  leinn — , 

'S  'n  do  thachair  sinn  a  nis'  fo  sprochd  's  fo  bhròn. 

Mar  chi  thu'n  àird  bho'n  d'thainig  sinn  do'n  t'slochd, 

Bha  neart  a  thàirneanach  fosceann  ar  cli 

Ach  gus  a  sin,  co  dh'fhiosraich  neart  nan  arm 

Cho  gairsneach  riu  ?     A  dh'aindeoin  siod  's  gach  ni 

'Tha  'n  comas  Trein  nam  buadh  a  dheanadh  orm 

Cha  dean  mi  aithreachas  's  cha  mhùth  mi  dòigh : 

Ged  thainig  smal  air  deah-adh  glan  mo  chruth 

Cha  lasaich  m'aigne  ;  shocraich  fuath  'n  am  chòm 

A  mhaireas  buan,  bho'n  rinneadh  dimeas  orm, 

A  dhùisg  mi  suas  gu  stri  ri  Triath  nan  trein, 

Le  còmhlan  iomarcach  fo'n  airm  gu  cath 

De  spioradaibh  nach  seachnadh  gleachdadh  cruaidh, 

'S  nach  geilleadh  dha  ;  ach  mise  roighuich  iad 

Le  neart  an  aghaidh  neairt  air  còmhnard  nèamh 

Gu  'dhùlan  chuireadh  e  's  an  iomairt  ghairbh 

A  chrath  a  chathair  i-ioghail  'sios  gu  'bonn. 

Chain  sinn  an  arthaich, — coma  ged  a  chaill 

Cha  d'  chailleadh  leinn  gach  ni  :  an  toil  nach  striochd 

An  run  gu  diogh'ltas, — grain  nach  searg  a  chaoidh, 

Le  misnich  aird  nach  geill  gu  bràth  'snach  claon 

'S  gach  bens  's  gach  feart  nach  smachdaichear  le  buaidh; 

A  chliii  sin  cha  toir  'f  hearg  no  'neart  am  feasd 

Le  fòirneart  bh'uam, — a  lubadh  glùin  gu  lar, — 

A  ghriosad  maitheanais, — a  chromadh  cinn — 

A  chumhachd  aideach'  's  àrdachadh  mar  Dhia — 

Neach  nach  'eil  fada  bho  na  chlisg  le  sgàth 

Nach  seasadh  uachdranachd  ro  m'  ghàirdein  treun  : 

Sin  ciiis  bu  tàire,  's  gniomh  bu  nàr  ri  inns'; 

Ga  rireamh  's  e  bu  mhaslaich  anns  gach  dòigh 

N'an  leagadh  so  ; — bho  'n  rinneadh  dhomh  mar  dhàn 

Nach  fàilnich  spionnadh  Dia  no  cruth  chorp  neamh, — 

Bho'n  chleachdadh  sin  a  fhuair  sinn  anns  a'  chùis 

Air  CÙ1  nan  arm  cha  mhiste,  's  dh'ionnsaich  sinn 

Bhi  seòlta,  faicilleach  'san  am  ri  teachd, — 

'Nis  faedar  leinn  le  dochas  buadhach  gleachd 

Le  ceilg  no  neart,  gu  siorruith  'chumail  'suas 

Gun  sith,  gun  eisimeil  ri  'r  nàmhaid  borb 
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And  him  thus  answer'd  soon  his  bold  compeer : 

O  Prince,  0  chief  of  many  throned  powers 
That  led  th'  embattl'd  seraphim  to  war 
Under  thy  conduct,  and  in  dreadful  deeds 
Fearless,  endanger'd  heav'n's  perpetual  King, 
And  put  to  proof  his  high  supremacy  ; 
Whether  upheld  by  strength,  or  chance,  or  fate  ; 
Too  well  I  see,  and  rue  the  dire  event. 
That  with  sad  overthrow  and  soul  defeat 
Hath  lost  us  heav'n  ;  and  all  this  mighty  host 
In  horrible  destruction  laid  thus  low, 
As  far  as  gods  and  heav'nly  essences 
Can  perish  :  for  the  mind  and  spirit  remains 
Invincible,  and  vigour  soon  returns, 
Though  all  our  glory,  extinct,  and  happy  state 
Here  swallowed  up  in  endless  misery. 
But  what  if  he  our  conqu'ror  (whom  I  now 
Of  force  believe  almighty,  since  no  less 
Than  such  could  have  o'erpower'd  such  force  as  ours) 
Have  left  us  this  our  spirit  and  strength  entire, 
Strongly  to  suffer  and  support  our  pains, 
That  we  may  so  suffice  his  vengeful  ire, 
Or  do  him  mightier  service,  as  his  thralls 
By  right  of  war,  whate'er  his  business  be 
Here  in  the  heart  of  hell  to  work  in  fire, 
Or  do  his  errands  in  the  gloomy  deep  ? 
"What  can  it  then  avail,  though  yet  we  feel 
Strength  undiminished,  or  eternal  being, 
To  undergo  eternal  punishment  ? — 
"Whereto  with  speedy  words  the  arch-fiend  reply'd  : 

Fall'n  Cherub !  to  be  weak  is  miserable 
Doing  or  sufTering :  But  of  this  be  sure. 
To  do  ought  good  never  will  be  our  task, 
But  ever  to  do  ill  our  sole  delight, 
As  being  the  contrary  to  his  high  will 
"Whom  we  resist.     If  then  his  providence 
Out  of  our  evil  seek  to  bring  forth  good. 
Our  labour  must  be  to  pervert  that  end, 
And  out  of  good  still  to  find  means  of  evil  ; 
Which  oft-times  may  succeed,  so  as  perhaps 
Shall  grieve  him,  if  I  fail  not.  and  disturb 
His  inmost  counsels  from  tlieir  destin'd  aim. 
But  see,  the  angry  Tictor  hath  recall'd 
His-ministers  of  vengeance  and  pursuit 
Back  to  the  gates  of  heav'n  :  the  sulph'rous  hail 
Shot  afte  rus  in  storm,  o'erblown,  hath  laid 
The  fiery  furge,  that  from  the  precipice 


19 

Tha  dearrlan  moit  gu'n  d'thugadh  buaidh  oimn  leia 
Mar  righ  'na  aonar,  's  nèamh  fo  'smacdd  gu  teann. 

An  t-aingeal  cealgach  labhair  le  mòr-uaiU, 
Ged  mhùth  e  snuadh  le  goirteas  pein  'us  cruidh  : 
'S  gu  h-ealamh  f hreagair  a  cliomh-fhlàth  gun  sgàth  : 

O  Phrionnsa,  'Cheannaird  chrun,  'us  chumhachd  àrd, 
Leat  dh'fhalbh  na  h-aingil  a.rmach  suas  gu  cath 
Fo  d'  cheannardachd,  's  le  euchdaibh  baoth  gun  f  hiamh 
A  cur  an  cunnart  Ard-righ  siorruith  'noamh. 
'Sa  dhearbhadh  c'iù  'bha  cheanra>  àrd  'ga  dhion 
Le  neart,  le  tuiteamas.  airneo  le  dan  ; 
'S  e  fàth  mo  bhròin  meud  m'  eòlais  air  a  chuis, 
'S  a  chasgairt  chruaidh  a  chuir  oirnn  ruaig  le  tàir, 
'Chuir  nearah  d'ar  dith,  's  ar  feachd  bu  gbaisgeil  colg 
'G  an  sgathadh  sios  mar  so  le  sgrios  gun  bhaigh  ; 
Cbo  fad  's  is  urraiun  diathan  's  siol  nan  speur 
A  dhol  a  dhith  ;  ach  fathast  tha  ar  beachd 
'S  ar  spioradan  do-chìosnaicht',  's  thig  air  ais 
Gu  grad  ar  neait.  ged  tha  ar  cliù  gu  leir      ♦ 
'S  ar  n-aoibhneas  sluigte  suas  le  pein  gun  chrioch. 
Ach  de  ma  dh'fhag  ar  Smachdnaiche  'ga  dheòin  ; 
Oir  uile-chomasach  tha  e  gun  ag, 
Air  neo  cha  b'  urrainn  da  ar  neart-ne  'chlaoidh  ; 
Ar  càil  's  ar  noidheam  slan  mar  bha  iad  riabh 
A  chum  's  gu'n  seasadh-mid  gach  cràdh  gun  niheath 
'S  mar  sin  gu'n  taomte  leis  oirnn  bairachd  ieirg 
'S  air  iarrtas  oibreachadh  mar  thraillibh  tauu, 
'S  le  coir  a  chlaidheamh  siim  gu  teann  fo  'smàig 
Am  meadhoin  Ifrinn  ann  an  teintibh  bras, 
No  ruith  air  theachdaireachd  's  an  aigeal  dhorch'  ? 
Am  fearrde  sinn  mata,  no  'ni  buadhnachd  dhuinn 
A  bhi  dearbh-bheachdaichte  gu'm  beil  's  gu  biih 
Ar  treòir  gun  lughdachadh,  's  ar  bith  gun  chrioch 
A  dh'f  huUann  peiu  'us  craidh  gu  clan  nan  cian  ? 
'S  am  briathraibh  deas  chainnteach  gu  bras  's  gu  dian, 
Gu  'n  d't  hreagair  an  t  Ard-DhiabhuU  mar  bu  ghnath  : 

A  Cheriob  anf  hannaich  gu  dearbh  gur  truagh 
'Bhi  lag-bheairteach  am  fullannas  no  'n  gniomh, 
Ach  as  a  so  bi  earbsach,  nach  dean  sinn 
Gniomh  ceart  a  chaoidh,  's  gu  siorruith  bi'dh  ar  miann, 
A  mhàin  air  drochbheairtibh  nach  dù  bhi  reir 
Ard-thoil  an  Ti  ri  'm  feum  sinn  stieiip  gun  sith. 
Ma  dh'fhiachas  e  le  'fhreasdal  mathas  buan 
A  than'uinn  suas  bho'r  cuilbheairtibh  'sbho'r  giamh, 
Gu'ra  feum  sinn  saoithreachadh  gun  fhois  gun  tàmh, 
A  losnach  soirbhich  leis.  's  le'r  cleasaibh  baoth, 
Gach  gniomh  air  fheothas  tionndar  lein  gu  cronn, 
A  chuireas  duilichinn  air  uair  'us  uair, 
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Of  heav'n  receiv'd  us  falling  ;  and  the  thunder, 

Wjng'd  with  red  lightning  and  impetuous  rage, 

Perhaps  hath  spent  his  shafts,  and  ceases  now 

To  bellow  through  the  vast  and  boundless  deep 

Let  us  not  slip  th'  occasion,  whether  scorn. 

Or  satiate  fury,  yield  it  from  our  foe. 

Seest  thou  yon'  dreary  plain,  forlorn  and  wild, 

The  seat  of  desolation,  void  of  light. 

Save  what  the  glimmering  of  these  livid  flames 

Casts  pale  and  dreadful  ?  Thither  let  us  tend 

From  off  the  tossing  of  these  fiery  waves  ; 

There  rest,  if  any  rest  can  harbour  there  ; 

And  re-assembling  our  afflicted  pow'rs, 

Consult  how  we  may  henceforth  most  offend 

Our  enemy,  our  own  loss  how  repair, 

How  overcome  this  dire  calamity, 

What  reinforcement  we  may  gain  from  hope  ; 

If  not,  what  resolution  from  despair. 


WHAT'S  THE  NEWS? 

Whene'er  we  meet,  you  nlwavs  say, 

What's  the  news?     What's  the  news  ? 
Pray,  what's  the  order  of  the  day? 

What's  the  news?     What's  the  news? 
Oh  !  T  have  got  good  news  to  tell ; — 
My  Saviour  has  done  all  things  well, 
And  triumphed  over  death  and  hell — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 

The  Lamb  was  slain  on  Calvary — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 
To  set  a  world  of  sinners  free — 

That's  the  news !     That's  the  news ! 
'Twas  there  his  precious  blood  was  shed, 
'Twas  there  on  him  our  sins  were  laid, 
And  now  he's  risen  from  the  dead — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 
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Mar  dean  e  'n  còrr  ;  's  mar  h-eil  e'm  chomas  stad 

A  chur  air  ùigh,  's  a  chomhairlean,  gu  leir, 

A  chur  air  ainreith,  's  bun  fosceann  gu  tur. 

Ach  seall,  am  Buadhair  feargach  ghlaodh  air  ais 

Gu  doi'ust  Nèimh  am  feachd  a  bh'air  ar  tòir, 

'S  an  cathadh  garbh  a  thilgeadh  as  ar  deigh 

G'ar  tachdadh,  mhùch  le'n  neart,  na  stuadhan  dearg 

'S  an  d'  rinn  sinn  tuiteam  bho  bhruaich  àird  nan  spèur  : 

Ma  chaith  an  tàirneanach  bu  ghairbhsneach  toirm, 

Air  sgiathaibh  dealanaich  a  ghluais  le  feirg 

A  ghathean,  sguiridh  e  de'n  rànaich  ghairg, 

'S  bidh  tamh  'san  aigeal  tha  gun  cheann  gun  chrioch. 

Na  cailleadhmaid  an  cothrom,  olc  air  mhaith, 

Do'n  bheachd  's  an  d'  rinn  an  nàmhaid  a  thoirt  duinn. 

Am  faic  thu'n  còmhnard  ud,  lorn,  duaichnidh,  fas, 

lonad  gach  gàbhaidh,  'se  gun  solust  ann, 

Ach  faileus  faoin  bho  lasair  chaoirich,  ghuirra 

Air  nial  a'  bhàis  ?     G'a  ionnsuidh  teicheamaid 

O  hiasgadh  fiadht'  nan  càir-thonn  teinteach,  dearg  ; 

'S  ma  's  ait'  e  anus  am  faod  sinn  tamh  ri  seal, 

Gu'n  trusar  leinn  na  slòigh  a  dh'f  hògradh  uainn, 

'S  gu'n  dearcnaich  sinn  mu'n  t-seòl  's  an  dòch'  ar  gnàth 

'BÌu  miothlachdar  do'r  nàmh  o'n  la  so  suas, 

'Us  cia  mar  dh'f  haodar  leinn  air  calldachd  fein 

A  leasachadh,  's  an  t-olc  so  'thionndaidh  uainn, 

'S  mar  cuidich  dòchas  sinn  le  treòir  'n  ar  càs, 

Gu'n  cruadhaich  e  ar  càil, — 's  gu  bràch  cha  gheil. 


CIOD  AN  SGEUL? 

'Nuair  thach'reas  sinn  bidh  sibh  ag  ràdh, 
Ciod  an  sgeul  ?     Ciod  an  sgeul  ? 

Clod  tha'n  diugh  a  gabhail  ait'  ? 

Ciod  an  sgeul?     Ciod  an  sgeul? 

'S  ann  agams'  tha'n  deadh  sgeul  r'a  luaidh ! 

'  S  an  obair  mhaith  rinn  Criosd  d'a  shluagh, 

Air  has 's  air  ifrinn  thug  e  buaidh, — 
Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

Air  Calbhari  f  huair  losa  has. 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
A  shaoradh  saogh'l  fo  chiont'  bha'n  sàs ! 
Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
'S  ann  sin  a  dhoirt  e  f  huil  gu  làr — 
'S  ann  sin  ar  peacadh  mheasadh  dha, — 
Ach  dh'  eirich  e  le  buaidh  on  bhàs, 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
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To  heaveu  above  the  Conqueror's  gone — 

That's  the  news  !      That's  the  news ! 

He's  passed  triumphant  to  His  throne — 

That's  the  news !     That's  the  news  ! 

And  on  that  throne  He  will  remain, 

Until  as  Judge  He  comes  agaiu, 

Attended  by  a  dazzling  train — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 

His  work's  reviving  all  around — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  ! 

And  many  have  salvation  found — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  ! 

And  since  their  souls  have  caught  the  flame, 

They  shout  Hosanna  to  his  name, 

And  all  around  they  spread  his  fame — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  ! 

The  Lord  has  pardoned  all  my  sin — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  I 

I  have  the  witness  now  within — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 

And  since  he  took  my  sins  away, 

And  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 

I'm  happy  now  from  day  to  day — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 

And  Christ  the  Lord  can  save  you  too — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news ! 

Yom-  sinful  heart  He  can  renew — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  ! 

This  moment,  if  for  sins  you  grieve — 

This  moment,  if  you  do  believe — 

A  full  acquital  you'll  receive — 

i  hat's  the  news !     That's  the  news  ! 

And  then,  if  any  one  should  say, 

What's  the  news  ?     What's  the  news  ? 
O,  tell  them  you've  begun  to  pray — 

That's  the  news  !     That's  the  news  ! 
That  you  have  joined  the  conquering  band, 
And  now  with  joy,  at  God's  command, 
You're  marching  to  the  better  land — 

That's  the  news !     That's  the  news  . 
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A  suas  gu  nèamh  le'buaidh  chaidh  Ins', 
Sin  an  ssfeul !     Sin  an  sgeul  I 

A's  shuidh  e  'n  sin  'n  a  chathair-righ, 
Sin  an  sgeul  I     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

'Xa  chathair-rioghail  bidh  e  ghnàth 

Ach  gus  an  tig  e  latha  bhràtli 

Le  feachd  nan  nèamh  leis  air  gach  làirah, 
Sin  an  sgeul!     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

'Obair  tha  soirbheachadh  's  gach  àit', — 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
Tha  mòran  plieacach  'faotainn  slàint', 

Sin  an  sgeul!     Sin  an  sgeul! 
'S  'n  uair  gheibh  an  anam'  bias  d'a  ghràs 
Ard  sheinnidh  iad,  Hosana  I  dha, 
A'cur  an  ceill  a  chliù'sgach  àit', — 
Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

Shaor  losa  mise  mar  an  ceudn', 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

Tha  'n  fhianuis  agam  annam  fein, 

Sin  an  sgeul  I     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

'S  on  'thug  e  saorsa  dhomh  o  dhìt', 

'S  gu  faire  's  ùrnuigh  'theagaisg  mi, 

Tha  mi  'an  sonas  a's  an  sith, 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

'S  urrainn  da  slàint'  a  thoirt  dhuit  fein, 
Sin  an  sgeul!     Sin  an  sgeul! 
A's  cridhe  nuadh  'thoirt  mar  an  ceudn', 

Sin  an  sgeul  1     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
M'tha  fuath  do'n  pheacadh  ann  ad'  chri' — 
Ma  tha  thu  'creidsinn  ann  an  Criosd, 
Gheibh  thu  Ian  shaorsa  'nis  o  dhit' — 
Sin  an  sgeul!     Sin  an  sgeul ! 

'S  innis  dhoibh-san  bhios  ag  ràdh, 

Ciod  an  sgeul  ?     Ciod  an  sgeul  ? 
Gu'm  bheil  thu  'g  ùrnuigh  'nis  gach  la, 
Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
Gu'm  bheil  thu  nis  'sa'  chuideachd  àigh — 
A  nis  fo  stiùradh  Dhè  n'an  gràs, 
'S  an  t-slighe  chum  na  tir  is  fearr 

Sin  an  sgeul !     Sin  an  sgeul ! 
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JOHN  GILPIN. 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train -band  Captain  eke  was  he 

Of  famous  London  town. 

John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 
Though  wedded  we  have  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day, 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton, 

All  in  a  chase  and  pair. 

My  sister,  and  my  sister's  child, 

Myself,  and  children  three. 
Will  fill  the  chaise  ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we. 

He  soon  replied,  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one, 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear, 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 

I  am  a  linen-draper  bold. 
As  all  the  world  doth  know, 

And  my  good  friend  Tom  Calender 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go. 

Quoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  That's  well  said  ; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  will  be  furnish'd  with  our  own. 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear.  ^ 

John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife  ; 

O'erjoy'd  was  he  to  find, 
That  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 
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IAIN  GILPIN. 

Iain  Gilpin  bha  'n  a  bhùirdeiseach, 

Bu  mhòir  a  chliù,  's  a  ni; 
Gu-n  robh  e  uair  'n  a  cheannard-ceud, 

'Am  baile-mòr  an  righ. 

Thuirt  bean  Iain  Ghilpin  la  r'a  gràdh, 
"  M'  aighear  tliu  's  mo  chiall, 

Ged  tha  sinn  ficliead  bliadhna  pòsd', 
Là  fèill  cha  d'  ghabh  sinn  riamh. 

"  'S  e  'maireacli  la  co'-ainm  ar  bainns' 
'S  theid  sinn  gu  sùgradh  macb, 

Sios  gus  an  ruig  sinn  Edmonton, 
'An  carbad  le  da  each. 

"  Mo  phiuthar  'us  a  leanabh  beag, 

Mi  fein  's  mo  thriuir  le  chèil', 
'SJa'  charbad  theid,  'us  leanaidh  tus' 

A'  marcachd  as  ar  dèigh." 

"  A  bhean  mo  ghaoil!"  ghrad  fhreagair  e, 
"  Dhuit  fein  gu-n  d'thug  mi  gràdh 

Os  ceann  gach  tè  a  tha  fo'n  ghrèin, 
'Us  gheibh  thu  mar  is  àill. 

"  Tha  mise  'm  mharsanda  gu  beachd. 

Mar  's  aithne  do  gach  neach; 
'S  mo  charaid  maith,  Tom  Calender, 

Bheir  iasad  dhomh  d'a  each." 

"  Piseach  ort,"  ars'  is',  "  a  ghràidh, 

'Us  o'n  tha  'm  fion  eo  daor, 
Gu-n  toir  mi  leam  mo  shearrag  fein, 

0  'n  tha  e  maith,  'us  saor." 

Thug  Iain  sgailce  pbige  dh'  i, 
Mar  b'  àbhaist  dha  gu  trie; 
Oir  bha  e  subhach,  toilichte, 

1  bhi  CO  chrionna,  ghlic. 
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The  morning  came,  the  chase  was  brought, 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  np  to  the  door,  least  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay'd, 

Where  they  did  all  get  in; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels. 

Were  never  folks  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane, 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again; 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach'd  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When  turning  round  his  head  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came;  for  loss  of  time. 

Although  it  grieved  him  sore; 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

'Twas  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When  Betty  screaming  came  down  stairs, 

"  The  wine  is  left  behind!" 

"  Good  luck!  "  quoth  he,  "  yet  bring  it  me — 

My  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  sword, 

When  I  do  exercise." 

Now  mistress  Gilpin  (careful  soul!) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 
To  hold  the  hquor  that  she  loved, 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 
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Thàinig  an  carbad  'nuas  gu  mocli 

'S  a'  mhaduinu,  mar  a  gheall ; 
'S  air  falbh  'na  dheanD-ruitli  ghabli  e  leò, 

Troiinh  eabar,  'us  troimh  pholL 

Bu  shiùbhlach  luath  na  cuibbleacban, 

'S  a'  cbuip  mu  cbluas  naii  each, 
Le  gleadhraicb  shaoileadh  tu  gu-u  robh 
An  cabhsair  as  a  bheachd. 

Sheas  Iain  Gilpin  taobh  an  eicb, 

'Us  gblac  e  'mhuing  gu  deas; 
Ach  's  gann  a  fbuair  e  suas  gu  b-àrd. 

'Nuair  b'  èigin  teacbd  air  ais. 

Cha  luaitbe  rain'  e'n  diollaid  sbuas, 

'S  a  sbuidb  e  air  an  each, 
Na  chunnaic  e  triiiir  cheannaicbean 

D'a  bbùth  a'  dol  a  steach. 

Theirinn  e,  's  cha  b'ann  d'a  dheòin, 

Oir  bba  e  dian  gu  falbh ; 
Ach  leis  an  t-sannt  cha  diiraichdeadh 

x\n  sgillinn-ruadh  a  chall. 

Bu  mhaiiiseach  na  ceannaichean, 
Bha  greis  mu-n  robh  iad  rèidh ; 

'N  sin  Beati  glilaodh  a  mach  gu  h-àrd, 
"Dh'  fhàgadh  am  fion  'n'ur  dèigh!" 

"  Nail  e!"  ars'  Iain,  "'s  maith  an  t-àm; 

Thoir  dhomb  a  nuas  mo  chrios, 
Crios  leathair  mo  dheagh  chlaidheimh  ghèir, 

'N  uair  bha  mi  'm  shaighdear  deas." 

Bha  aig  bean  Ghilpin,  (lamb  a'  ghrùinnd '.) 

Dà  shearraig  làidir  glilas, 
*S  am  b'  àbhaist  di  an  deocli  a  b'  fhearr 

A  chumail  teann  fo  ghlais. 
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Each  bottle  had  a  cuding  ear, 
Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side, 
To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipp'd  from  top  to  toe, 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brush'd  and  neat, 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

But  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  his  well-shod  feet. 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  trot, 

Which  galFd  him  in  his  seat. 

"  So,  fair  and  softly,"  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cried  in  vain; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must 

Who  cannot  sit  upright. 
He  grasp'd  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig: 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  scream'd. 

Up  flew  the  windows  all; 
And  every  soul  cried  out,  "Well  donel'* 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 
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Bha  aig  gacli  searraig  dhiubli  fa  leth, 

Da  chluais  tre'n  deach'  an  crios; 
Chroch  e  iad  mar  sin  r'a  thaobh, 

Fear  dhinbh  air  gach  leis. 

'N  a  dheaghaidh  sin,  a  chum  's  gu-m  biodh 

E  sgeadaichte  le  sgoinn, 
A  clileòca  maiseach  sgàrlaid  ghabh, 

'Us  thilg  e  air  a  dhrnim. 

Faic  e  nis  'n  a  dhiollaid  sliuas, 

Air  muin  an  steud  eich  dhuinn, 
Ag  inieachd  air  a'  cbabhsair  chruaidh 

Gu  socrach,  'us  gii  ciùin. 

Ach  'n  uair  a  fhuair  e'n  t-slighe  rèidli 
Fo  'bbrògaibh  cruidheach  cruaidh, 

Le  sitrich  dh'  fhalbh  gu  trotan  garbh 
A  shàraich  Iain  truaigh. 

"  Gu  rèidh,"  ars'  Iain,  "deas  dè,  'eich  dhuinn ; 

Ach  labhair  e  gun  fheum, 
0  throtan  chaidh  gu  dian-ruith  luath, 

Gun  suim  de  mhuiseal  srèin', 

Chrom  e  sios,  mar  dh'  im'reas  iad 

Nach  urrainn  suidhe  suas, 
Ghlac  e  muing  an  eich  g*u  teann, 

'S  e  'dol  a  nis  'n  a  luath's. 

An  t-each  a  mhothaich  air  a  dhruim 

TJallach  cho  deacair  tir, 
Theich  e  le  geilt ;  's  mar  theich  e,  dh'  fhàg 

An  saoghal  air  a  chtil. 

Air  falbh  chaidh  Iain  'n  a  shradaibh  dearg, 
Air  falbh  chaidh  'n  ad  's  a'  ghruag ; 

Is  beag  a  shaoil  an  duine  coir 
Dol  air  a  leithid  de  ruaig. 

Chaidh  coin  gu  tathunn,  's  clann  gu  sgriach, 

Bha  cinn  a  mach  'n  an  ceud', 
'Us  ghlaodh  gach  aon,  le  'uile  neart, 

"  'S  tu  fèin  an  gille-steud !" 


30 

Away  -went  Gilpin — who  but  he ! 

His  fame  soon  spread  around, 
"He  carries  weight!  he  rides  a  race! 

'Tis  for  a  thousand  pounds!" 

And  still,  as  fast  as  he  drew  near, 

'Twas  wonderful  to  view, 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men    - 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Were  shatter'd  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seem'd  to  carry  weight, 

With  leathern  girdle  braced 
For  all  might  see  the  bottle-necks 

Still  dangling  at  his  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  he  did  play, 
Until  he  came  into  the  wash 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way, 
Just  like  unto  a  trundhng  mop 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play,. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

''Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin! — Here's  the  house" — 

They  all  at  once  did  cry; 
"The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tired;" 

Said  Gilpin,  "So  am  I!" 
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Air  falbh  cliaidh  Iain,  cò  ach  e  ? 

Na  miltean  air  a  thòir : 
"  Is  rèis  tha  'n  so!  's  clia  lugha  'n  geall, 

Na  mile  bonn  de'n  or!" 

'S  a  nisj  'nuair  dhluthaich  e  gu  dan' 

Air  luchd  na  cise  cniaidli, 
'An  tiota  thilg  iadTosgailte,^ 

A'  chachaileith  gu  luath. 

'Nuair  chrom  e  sios  os  ceann  an  eich 
Le  'cheann  'na  smtiidibh  teth, 

Bhuail  an  da  shearraig  air  a  chul, 
'Us  spealg  'n  am  mile  bloidh. 

Bu  mbuladacli  an  sealladh  so, 

Am  fion  dearg  mar  a  dhòirt, 
'Thug  smtiid  à  cliatliaich  an  eich  dhuinn, 

Mar  cheithreamh  muilt-fheòil  ròist'. 

Gidheadh  bha  e  mar  mharcaiche, 

A'  ruith  na  rèis  le  'chrios  ; 
'Us  amliach  na  da  shearraig  ghlais, 

Ag  udal  air  a  leis. 

Mar  so  troimh  bhaile  Islington, 

Faic  e  le  mire  'triall, 
'Us  fòs  a  suas  troimh  Edmonton, 

'S  a  stigh  feadh  liib  nan  giadh. 

'S  ann  'an  sin  bha  'phlubartaich, 
'S  an  t-each  a'  ditiltadh  smachd, 

Mar  sgaoth  de  gheòidh  no  'thunnagan 
'G  an  lubradh  fèin  le  tlachd. 

Aig  uinneig  ann  an  Edmonton 
Gu-n  d'  sheas  a  bhean  a  suas, 

'Us  chuunaic  i  'dol  seachad  e 
Le  iongantas  r'a  luath's. 

"  Stad,  stad,  Iain  Ghilpin,  so  an  tigh  1" 

Gu-n  d'  ghlaodh  iad  uile  ris, 
"Tha'n  dinneir  rèidh,  's  tha  smne  sgith;" 

"  Cha  lugh',"  ars'  Iain,  ''  tha  mis'  1" 
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But  yet  his  korse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclined  to  tarry  there! 
For  why  ? — his  owner  had  a  house 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew, 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong  ; 
So  did  he  fly — which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will, 
Till  at  his  friend,  Tom  Calender's, 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still. 

Tom  Calender,  amazed  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  accosted  him: 

"  What  news?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come, 

Or  why  you  come  at  all?" 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit. 

And  loved  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  Tom  Calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke; 

"  I  come  because  your  horse  would  come, 

And,  if  I  well  forbode. 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here. 

They  are  upon  the  road." 

Tom  Calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin. 
Returned  him  not  a  single  word, 

But  to  the  house  went  in; 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig ; 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 
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Ach  's  beag  an  t-suim  a  glial^h  an  t-each, 

De  glilaodh  nam  ban  gu  lèir, 
Bha  prasacli  mliaith  a  mhaiglistir  fèin 

Deich  mil'  air  falbh  aig  Ware. 

Mar  shaighead  luath  o  làimh  na  treòir, 

O'n  iughar  rigliiun,  cliruaidh, 
Gu-n  d'  tlieicli  an  t-each — 's  tba  so  'g  am  thoirt 

Gu  dara  leth  mo  dhuain. 

Air  falbh  chaidh  Iain  le  sèideadh  àrd, 
'S  gu  dearbh  cba  b'  ann  d'a  dlieòin, 

'S  aig  doriis  tigh'  Thorn  Chalender, 
Gu-n  d'  sheas  an  t-each  faidheòidh. 

'N  uair  chunnaic  esan  e  mar  so, 

A'  teachd  gun  ad,  gun  ghruag, 
Thilg  e  'phiob  thombac'  air  falbh, 

'Us  ruith  e  'mach  gu  luath. 

"  Do  sgeul,  do  sgeul — thoir  dhomh  do  sgeul ! 

Do  naigheachd  innis  dhomh ; 
'  Carson  a  tha  thu  ceann-ruisgte  ? 

Carson  a  tha  thu  'n  so  ?" 

Bha  Iain  Ian  a  dh'  fheala-dhà, 

De  shùgradh  beag,  's  de  chleas, 
'S,a  rèir  so  ri  Tom  Calender, 

Gu-n  d'  fhreagair  e  gu  deas  ; 

"  Tha  mise  'n  so,  oir  thigeadh  d'  each, 

'S  mur  'eil  mi  'm  fhàìdhe  brèig', 
Bi'dh  m'  ad  's  mo  ghruag  'an  so  gun  dàil, 

Oir  tha  iad  as  mo  dhèigh." 

Bha  solas  air  Tom  Calender, 

A  charaid  'bhi  co  ait, 
'S  cha  dubhairt  tuille  ris  's  an  am, 

Ach  thill  e  stigh  gu  grad ; 

'S  a  mach  gu-n  d'  thug  e  ad  'us  gTuag, — 

Gruag  mhòr  nan  dualan  cruinn, 
'Us  ad  a's  gann  a  chuir  e  riamh 

Seachd  uairean  air  a  cheann. 
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He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Thus  show'd  his  ready  wit, 
*'My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  yours, 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

"But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away 

That  haugs  upon  your  face ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  case." 

Said  John,  ''It  is  my  wedding  day, 
And  all  the  world  would  stared 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware." 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

"  I  am  in  haste  to  dine; 
'Twas  for  your  pleasure  I  came  here, 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine." 

Ah  I  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 
And  gallop'd  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig: 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first. 

For  why  ? —  they  were  too  big. 

Now  mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  country  far  away. 

She  puird  out  half-a-crown; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said 

That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 
"  This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back 

My  husband  safe  and  well." 
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Chum  e  suas  iad  's  tlinbhairt  e 

Le  feala-clhà  'n  a  chainnt ; 
"Mo  cheannsa  tha  dha  mheud  ri  d'  cheanns', 

'Us  tlièid  iad  ort  gun  taing. 

"  Leig  dliomh  an  t-eabar  sin  's  am  poll 

A  gblanadh  bbàrr  do  ghutiis; 
Fuiricli  ri  biadli,  oir  's  cinnteach  mi 

Gu  bbeil  tbu  'call  do  liiis." 

"  'S  e  so/'  ars'  Iain,   "  co'-là  mo  bhainns', 

'S  bu  sgeigeil  e  r'a  ràdh, 
Gu-m  bitheadh  mo  bliean  aig  Edmonton 

'Us  mise  'n  so  fo  phràmh." 

'N  sin  labbair  Iain  ris  an  each, 
''Tha  cabhag  orm  gu  m'  bhiadh ; 

Air  d'àilghios  thàinig  mise  'n  so, 
Thèid  thus'  air  d'ais  do  m'  riar." 

0!  bòsd  na  tubaist'  a  bha'n  so, 

Mar  dh'  fhiosraich  e  gun  dàil; 
(3ir  asail  fhad-chluasach  bha  dlùth 

'Thug  raoichdeil  choimheach  àrd. 

Le  srann  gii-n  d'  thog  an  t-each  a  cheann, 
Ceart  mar  roimh  leòmhann  garg ; 

'S  air  falbh  le  'uile  Itis  a  ris, 
Theich  e  'n  a  shradaibh  dearg. 

Air  falbh  chaidh  Gilpin,  'us  air  falbh 
Chaidh  'ad  's  a  ghruag  'n  an  deann ; 

'An  tiota  thuit  iad,  chionn  gu-n  robh 
lad  motha  's  mòr  d'a  cheann. 

'N  uair  chunnaic  bean  Iain  Ghilpin  e 

A'  marcachd  nuas  co  bras, 
Tharruing  i  'n  sporan  sioda  mach, 

'S  bonn  leth-chruin  thug  i  as. 

'N  sin  thuirt  i  ris  a  charbadair, 

'S  a  cridh'  le  lomaguin  Ian, 
"  Gur  leatsa  so,  mo  ghille  gleusd', 

'Us  thoir  air  ais  e  slàn." 
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The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein; 

But  not  performing  what  he  meant, 
And  gladly  would  have  done, 

The  frightened  steed  he  frighted  more, 
And  made  him  faster  run. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  postboy  at  his  heels. 
The  postboy's  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumbering  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road. 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly. 
With  postboy  scampering  in  the  rear, 

They  raised  the  hue  and  cry: 

"Stop  thief!  stop  thief! — a  highwayman;" 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass'd  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 

And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

Flew  open  in  short  space; 
The  toll-men  thinking  as  before. 

That  Gilphi  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too, 

For  he  got  first  to  town  ; 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing.  Long  live  the  king, 

And  Gilpin  long  hve  he; 
And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  I  be  there  to  see ! 
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Dh'  fliàlbli  e,  's  choinnich  iad  gun  dàil, 

'Us  dh'  fheuch  e  'n  t-each  a  stad, 
Acli  'sann  a  cliiiir  an  oidheirp  so 

An  rosad  air  air  fad. 

'N  uair  dh'  f liairtlich  air'na  bha  'n  a  bheachd 

A  chur  a  nis  'an  gniomh  ; 
Gu'n  d'  chlisg  an  t-each,  's  air  falbh  gu'n  d'  theich 

Na's  luaith'  na  rinn  e  riamh. 

Air  falbh  chaidh  Gilpin,  'us  air  falbh 

An  carbadair  co  bras, 
Gun  straoidhlich  chui  bhleachan  'n  a  dhèigh, 

Gu  meamnach  a'  dol  as. 

Bha  sèathnar  uaislean  'chunnaic  e 

A'  teicheadh  air  an  each, 
'S  an  gille-carbaid  as  a  dhèigh, 

Gu'n  d'  ghlaodh  iad  uile  mach, 

''Mèirleach!  mèirleach!  Glacaibh  e!" 
Gu'n  d'  ghlaodh  iad  dh'  iarraidh  fòir, 

'Us  dh'  fhalbh  iad  fein  's  na  chunnaic  e 
'N  an  teann-ruith  air  a  thòir. 

'S  a  rithist  dh'  fhosgladh  dha  gu  luath 

Cachaileith  mhòr  na  cis' ;  , 

Oir  shaoil  na  daoine,  mar  air  tiis, 
Gu  'n  robh  e  'niith  na  rèis. 

Bha  8  mar  sin,  'us  choisinn  e ; 

Oir  fhuair  e  buaidh  le  'luath's : 
Cba  d'  rinn  e  stad  gus  'n  d'  ràinig  e 

An  t-àit'  'an  deach'  e  suas. 

Nis  seinneamaid  fad-shaogh'l  do'n  righ, 

'S  air  Gilpin  gu-n  robh  àgh; 
'S  an  ath-uair  'theid  e  'cliur  na  rèis, 

Bu  mhaith  learn  fein  'bhi  làthair ! 
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THE  CLEARING  OF  THE  GLENS. 


Ob!  my  days  have  been  o'ercast, 

With  sorrow  and  with  pain, 
Since  bonny  Jeanie  Ballantyne 

Gaed  o'er  the  roaring  main, 
To  seek  a  kindly  hame 

In  the  western  forest  free — 
Oh  !  the  world's  aye  sinsyne 

Been  a  wilderness  to  me. 

Her  father's  cottage  stood 

In  a  sweet  secluded  glen; 
It  was  theekit  o'er  wi'  moss, 

Had  a  cantie  butt  and  ben  ; 
And  the  honeysuckle  bloom'd, 

And  the  lily  blossom'd  fair, 
And  the  mavis  and  the  lark 

Thrill'd  their  sweetest  music  there. 

The  daisy  gemm'd  the  sward, 

And  the  gowan  glittered  round, 
And  the  burnie  wimpled  by, 

With  a  sweetly-soothing  sound; 
And  Jeanie's  angel-voice, 

By  her  father's  hallow'd  hearth, 
Made  the  cot  a  bower  of  bUss — 

It  was  paradise  on  earth ! 

And  fondly  did  we  love, 

With  a  pure  and  ardent  flame; 
For  our  wishes  and  our  wants, 

And  our  feelings  were  the  same. 
From  morning's  rosy  blush 

Till  the  gloaming  star  was  seen, 
Seem'd  scarcely  half  an  hour 

When  I  wander'd  with  my  Jean. 

Her  parents  both  approv'd 
Of  our  mutual  love,  I  ween; 
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FASACHADH  NAN  GLEANN. 


Bha  mo  làitheaii  dubhach,  trom, 

Le  trioblaid  agus  cràdb, 
O  'n  slieòl  mo  Sliiue  bliòidlieack 

Gu  brònacb  imim  thar  sail', 
A  dh'  iarraidh  dachaidb  cbaomh 

'Am  measg  coillticb  fad  an  iar — 
A's  bha'n  saogbal  dbomb  o  'ii  tràtb  sin 

Mar  fhàsach  udlaidli,  cbiaiL 

Bha  teach  a  h-athar  ghaoil 

Ann  an  gleannan  naigneacb,  gorm; 
Air  a  thutbadh  leis  an  fhraoch 

A's  fo  dhion  o  f biiachd  's  o  stoirm ; 
Mu'n  cuairt  da  feadb  nam  bruach 

Bha'n  lilidh  iir  fo  bhlàth, 
Agus  eunlaith  bheag  nan  geug 

Sheinn  an  ceileir  binn  gach  tratL 

Chinn  an  neòinein  a's  gach  blàth 

Air  na  h-àileanan  mu'n  cuairt, 
A's  an  t-alltan  beag  o  'n  sgàirn 

Kuith  le  monbhor  ard  gu  luath ; 
Agus  luinneag  Shineag  bhlath 

Air  a'  chuibheil  a'  toirt  sreann 
Kinn  teach  a  h-athar  ghràidh 

Cridheil,  sugach,  anns  gach  am. 

0 !  bu  teith,  's  bu  bhuan  an  gaol 

Taobli  air  thaobh  a  thug  sinn  fèin; 
Bha  ar  n-iarrtais  a's  ar  dith 

A's  ar  faireachdain  d'an  rèir. 
Bho  na  dh'  èireadh  grian  gu  moch 

Gus  an  criochnaicheadh  i  'cuairt, 
An  tiom  cha  bhiodh  ach  gearr 

'N  uair  a  ghabhainn  sràid  le  m'  luaidh. 

A  muinntir  sheall  le  bàigh 
Air  a  ghràdh  a  thug  sum  fdin ; 
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They  minded  us  in  prayer 

When  the  books  were  ta'en  at  e'en; 
And  her  mother  smil'd  with  joy, 

While  the  tear  stood  in  her  e'e. 
That  her  darling  should  be  joined 

To  a  decent  youth  like  me. 

Thus  contentment,  peace,  and  love, 

Sweeten'd  a'  our  daily  toil, 
Till  a  stern  and  stranger  lord 

Became  owner  of  the  soil; 
And  he  gave  the  fell  behest, 

That  the  glen  should  be  "improved :" 
And  levell'd  with  the  dust 

Were  the  cottages  we  lov'd ! 

The  neighbours  couldna  speak, 

But  they  looked  up  to  heaven — 
For  the  judgment  on  us  fell 

Like  a  shower  of  burning  leven; 
And  the  wrinkled,  hoary  sire 

Of  fourscore  years  and  ten, 
And  the  baby  at  the  breast. 

Were  ejected  from  the  glen! 

And  rustics,  in  their  prime, 

Bereft  of  home  and  hearth, 
Had  to  bid  a  long  farewell 

To  the  spot  which  gave  them  birth; 
And  they  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and  cried. 

In  a  deep  sepulchral  tone — 
"Shall  vengeance  sleep  for  aye? 

It  belongs  to  God  alone!" 

Oh!  what  sickness  of  the  soul, 

And  what  bursts  of  wild  despair! 
And,  alas!  unhallow'd  words 

Fell  from  many  a  lip  in  prayer; 
For  the  mother,  with  her  babes 

Shiv'ring  houseless  at  her  knee, 
Couldna  mind  the  blest  command, 

"Ye  may  suffer — but  forgi'e." 
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Agus  fòs  aig  cathair  gràis 

Ghuidh  gach  la  dlminn  beannachd  Dhè ; 
Blia  'màthair  aoiblineacli,  ait, 

Ged  a  thuit  o  gruaidh  an  deur, 
Gu'm  biodh  a  h-ioghnag  chòir^ 

Pòsd'  ri  òigfhear  mar  'mi  fèin. 

Blia  gràdh  a's  sonas  caomh 

Air  a  mheasgadli  dhuinn  neo-ghann, 
Gus  an  tàinig  uachd'ran  baoth 

Air  na  croitean  anns  a  gbleann  : 
Fhuair  sinn  uile  òrdugh  triall 

Gu'n  robh'n  gieann  r'a  chur  "fo  fheidh," 
Agus  leagadh  sios  gu  làr 

Ar  f àrdaichean  gu  lèir ! 

Blio  aon  cba  chualas  smid, 

Ged  a  sheall  iad  suas  ri  nèamh — 
Oir  am  breitbeanas  so  thuit 

Oirnn  mar  smachdacbadh  ro  gheur; 
A's  an  t-aosda  lag  a's  sgitb, 

A  bha  'g  èiridli  suas  ri  ciad, 
A's  na  leanabain  air  a'  chicli 

Chaidb  an  sgànradb  fada  's  cian ! 

An  òigridb  'n  trein'  an  làith' 

Bba  nis  gun  tigh,  no  tùr, 
AgTis  b'  èigin  falbh  gu  bràth 

As  an  ait'  a  bha  cho  chaomh ; 
Ghluais  fo  aimheal  a's  le  fearg 

Ged  a  chum  iad  orra  fèin, 
"Ach  dioghaltas  gu  dearbh 

Buinidh  dhuitse  'mhain,  a  Dhè ! " 

0 1  bu  trioblaideach  ar  diol, 

'Sinn  fo  mhi-ghean  a's  fo  ghruaim ! 
Agus  b'iomadh  guidhe  's  grios 

A  chuir  cuid  a  suas  's  an  uair ; 
Oir  a'  mhàthair  a's  a  clann, 

Air  am  meileachadh  le  fuaclid, 
Phearmaid  àithne  Dhè  's  an  am, 

'■Sinn  a  mhaitheadh  d'  ar  luchd  fuath." 
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But  though  Jeanie's  father  griev'd, 

O'er  his  prospects  lorn  and  lone, 
Yet  he  trusted  in  his  God, 

And  his  energy  alone; 
"There  is  space  on  earth,"  he  cried, 

"For  ouiselves  and  for  our  child — 
We  shall  find  a  cottage-home. 

In  the  dark  Canadian  wild. 

"We'll  cut  the  pristine  pine, 

And  we'll  chase  the  bounding  roe. 
And  we'll  urge  the  slipp'ry  sledge, 

Over  trackless  mounds  of  snow: 
And  we'll  tend  our  lusty  steers 

In  the  forests  and  the  pen, 
And  we'll  snap  our  fingers,  thus, — 

At  the  tyrant  of  our  Glen!" 

The  fated  bark  arriv'd. 

For  one  tide  in  Allan-bay; 
And  the  exiles  steep'd  in  tears. 

Left  their  native  land  for  aye; 
The  swelling  sails  were  spread 

To  the  early  summer  breeze; 
And  bonny  Jeanie  Ballantyne 

Glides  o'er  the  western  seas! 

I  watch' d  the  vessel's  course. 

With  a  strain'd  and  watery  eye, 
Till  she  dwindled  from  my  sight 

Like  a  speck  against  the  sky: 
Oh!  the  agony  I  felt 

On  that  inauspicious  day, 
Was  like  rending  of  the  soul 

From  its  tenement  of  clay! 

The  welkin  lower'd  around, 
And  I  sunk  upon  the  sod; 

But,  anon,  the  earth  was  spann'd 
By  the  glorious  bow  of  God; 

And  the  scowling  clouds  di&solv'd 
Into  fructifying  showers; 
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Ach  athair  Shine  glirinn, 

Gecl  a  bha  fo  smalan  geur, 
Chuir  e  'earbsa  ami  an  Dia, 

A's  na  dhicliioll  tapaidli  fein  : 
''Tha  'n  saoglial  mòr  gu  leòir 

Dliuinn  fein  's  d'ar  leanabh  gi'àidh — 
Agus  gheibh  sinn  dacliaidli  tliall 

Ann  an  Canada  le  each. 

"Na  craobhan  leagaidh  nuas, 

Agus  giacaidh  sinn  an  t-seilg, 
Agns  falbhaidli  sinn  gu  luath 

Air  an  t-sneachd  air  slios  na  leirg; 
Agus  beathaichaidh  an  t-àl 

Feadh  nam  fàsaichean  's  nam  beann, 
A's  cha  toir  sinn  buinneag  chàil 

Air  fear-fàsachaidh  nan  Gleann !" 

Chunnacas  long  nan  crannag  àrd 

Fad  aon  lain  a  stigh  's  a  bliàgh ; 
A's  gu  dubhach,  deurach  dh'fhàg 

Cead  gu  bràth  aig  tir  an  graidh ; 
Chaidh  na  sitiil  a  thogail  suas, 

A's  an  oiteag  shamhraidli  slieid, 
Agus  dh'  fhalbh  mo  Shine  nam 

Thar  a  chuain  gu  diithaich  chèin ' 

0 !  sheall  mi  as  an  dèigh 

Le  stiilean  deuracli,  trom, 
Gus  an  d'  fhalchaidh  iad  gu  lèir 

Anns  an  dubhar  cul  nan  tonn ; 
0!  an  trioblaid  a's  a'  phèin 

A  fhuair  mis'  air  la  mo  chràidh, 
Ion 's  ga  m'  reubadh  as  a  chèil' 

'S  a  toirt  na  feòla  bhàrr  mo  chnàmh ! 

Bha  'n  t-iarmailt  uile  gruamach 

Agus  thuit  mi  air  an  lar ; 
Ach  ri  tiine  dh'  fhalbh  an  duibhre 

'S  chunnacas  bogha  Dhè  gu  h-àrd ; 
Agus  leagh  na  neòil  bha  iidlaidh 

Anns  na  frasan^  torach,  blàth 
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And  incense  rose  to  heaven 

From  the  herbage  and  the  flowers. 

Then  I  thought  upon  the  vows 

We  had  vowed  in  early  youth; 
That  her  bosom  was  the  home 

Of  simplicity  and  truth; 
That  a  sparrow  cannot  fall 

Save  permitted  from  on  high, 
And  my  throbbing  bosom  swell'd 

With  a  melancholy  joy. 

I  shall  join  her  in  the  wild, 

Where  a  tyrant  may  not  come; 
And  together  we  shall  live, 

Till  we  slumber  in  one  tomb; 
We  shall  build  a  bower  of  bhss 

Far  from  those  basy  haunts  of  men. 
Then  farewell, — a  long  farewell 

To  my  native  Allan-Glen! 


THE    MESSIAH. 

Who  hath  our  report  believed  ? 
Shiloh  come  is  not  received, 

Not  received  by  his  own: 
Promis'd  branch  from  root  of  Jesse, 
David's  offspring  sent  to  bless  you, 

Comes  too  lowly  to  be  known. 

Tell  me,  0  thou  favour'd  nation, 
What  is  thy  fond  expectation? 

Some  fair-spreading  lofty  tree? 
Let  not  worldly  pride  confound  thee: 
'Mong  the  lowly  plants  around  thee, 

Mark  the  lowest — that  is  he. 

Like  a  tender  plant  that's  growing 
Where  no  waters  kindly  flowing. 
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Agus  clh'  èirich  tùis  gu  nèamli 
Bho  gacli  luibh  as  blàtli  blia  'fìis. 

'N  sin  chuimhnich  mi  mu'n  ghaol 

Taobli  air  tliaobli  a  thug  'n  ar  n-òig' ; 
A's  an  Sine  nach  robli  ceilg 

Ach  f irinn  glilan  gun  ghò ; 
A's  nach  tuit  an  t-eunan  beag 

Ach  mar  cheadaichear  o'n  àird, 
A's  mo  chridhe  bhuail  neo-throm, 

Ged  a  bha  mi  car  fo  phràmh. 

Agus  coinnichidh  sinn  a  chèil' 

Far  nach  tig  gu  bràth  fear-fuath, 
Agus  meallaidh  sinn  a  chèil' 

Gus  an  caidil  sinn 's  an  uaigh  ; 
Agus  sgàil-thigh  cuiridh  suas 

Fada,  ciann,  o  thuineadh  chaich 
'An  sin  soraidh  slan  gu  buan 

Do  mo  ghleannan  uaigneach,  gràidh! 


AM    ME  SI  AH. 

Co  a  ghabh  r'ar  sgeul  mar  fhirinn  ? 
Siloh  thàinig  ach  fo  dhimeas — 

Fo  dhimeas  le  dhilsean  fèin  : 
Bho  fhreumh  lese  laic  a'  teachd  e, 
Gineil  Dhaibhidh  'shaoradh  pheacach, 

Ach  ro  bhochd  gu'm  biodh  dheth  speis. 

A  chinnich,  d'an  do  nochdadh  deadh-ghean, 
Ciod  a  tha  thu  'n  dhil  r'a  fhaotainn  ? 

Ard  chraobh  sgaoilteach  's  uaine  bàrr  ? 
Najeig  uabhar  talmhaidh  'n  uachdar — 
'Measg  nan  geugan  òg'  mu'n  cuairt  duit, 

'S  e  is  suarraiche  na  each. 

Amhuil  lusan  maoth  droch-shnuadhach, 
'S  e  gun  drtichd,  gun  fhras,  gun  fhuaran. 
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No  kind  rains  refresh  the  ground: 
Drooping,  dying,  ye  shall  view  him, 
See  no  charms  to  draw  you  to  him; 

There  no  beauty  will  be  found. 

Lo!  Messiah  unrespected, 
Man  of  griefs,  despis'd  rejected, 

Wounds  his  form  disfiguring: 
Marr'd  his  visage  more  than  any, 
For  he  bears  the  sins  of  many. 

All  our  sorrows  carrying. 

No  deceit  his  mouth  had  spoken. 
Blameless  he  no  law  had  broken. 

Yet  was  number'd  with  the  worst : 
For,  because  the  Lord  would  grieve  him, 
Ye  who  saw  it  did  believe  him. 

For  his  own  offences  curs'd. 

But  while  him  our  thoughts  accused, 
He  for  us  alone  was  bruised. 

Yea,  for  us  the  victim  bled! 
With  his  stripes  our  wounds  are  cured, 
By  his  pains  our  peace  secured, 

Pui'chas'd  with  the  blood  he  shed. 

Love  amazing,  so  to  mind  us. 
Shepherd  come  from  heav'n  to  find  us, 

Wand'ring  sheep  all  gone  astray; 
Lost,  undone  by  our  transgressions, 
Worse  than  stript  of  all  possessions, 

Debtors  without  hope  to  pay. 

Death  our  portion;  slaves  in  spirit; 
He  redeem'd  us  by  his  merit, 
■  To  a  glorious  liberty. 
Dearly  first  his  goodness  bought  us, 
Trath  and  love  then  sweetly  taught  us, 
Truth  and  love  had  made  us  free. 

Glory  be  to  him  who  gave  us — 
Freely  gave  his  Son  to  save  us! 
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Ann  am  fearann  fiiaraiclh,  teann  : 
Brònacli,  bàsmhor,  bidli  'n  'ur  sùil  e, 
Gun  aon  bliuaidh  g'ur  tarruing  dliith  air  ; 

Aileaclid  gnùis'  cha  'n  fhaicear  aun. 

Feuch  I  Mesiah  'fulang  tàmailt, 
Duine  brònacJi,  treigte,  càinte, 

'S  agliaidh  àilidh  air  a  leòn  : 
Rinn  mi-dlireacli  a  ghnùis  a  cbaocliladh, 
'N  uair  a  sheas  e  'n  àite  dbaoine, 

'Tlioirt  sgeul-saorsa  do  gach  siògh. 

Cha  do  labhair  ceilg  le  'bhenl  e, 

'S  cha  do  bhriseadh  reachdan  Dhè  leis, 

Ged  a  cheus  iad  e  mar  dhaoi : 
'N  uair  a  dh'èirich  fearg  a  Dhè  ris, 
Sibhse  'chunnaig  mheas  gu'm  b'  fheudar 

Gu'n  robh  euceart  fèin  'g  a  chlaoidh. 

Ach  'nuair  chasaideadh  gu  geur  e, 
Sheas  'na  aonar  e  'n  ar  n-èiric — 

Leig  'n  ar  n-èiric  'anam  sios  ! 
Trid  a  bhuillean  sinne  lèighseadh, 
'S  fhuair  sinn  sith  do  thrid  a  chreuchdan— 

Seulaiehte  le  fuil  a  chrìdh'. 

Gràdh  gun  samhladli  'rinn  oirnn  tròcaii 
Buachail'  chuir  o  nèamh  g'  ar  tòrachd, 

Caoirich  thruagh  air  fuadan  cian  ; 
Millte,  caillte  leis  a'  pheacadh, 
01c,  's  cha  'n  e  blii  ruisgte,  creachta, 

Fiachairean  an  làimh  aig  Dia. 

Marbh  'am  peacadh,  's  aoint'  ri  truaighe, 
Rathad  fuasglaidh  trid-san  fhuair  sinn. 

Chum  na  saorsa  tha  bith-blman. 
Cheannaich  e  air  tiis  gu  daor  sinn, 
'S  theagaisg  e  le  'bhriathran  caoin  sinn, 

'S  thug  'n  a  ghaol  dhuinn  cridhe  nuadh. 

Glòir  a  bhi  do'n  ti  'thug  uaithe 
Mac  a  ghaoil  a  shaoradh  thruaghan  ! 
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Glory  to  the  Son  who  came ! 
Honour,  blessing,  adoration, 
Ever  from  the  whole  creation, 

Be  to  God,  and  to  the  Lamb! 


P  H  A  K  A  0  H. 

See  the  monarch  of  Egypt,  he  musters  his  host, 
And  marcheth  them  vauntingly  out  to  the  coast  ; 
All  his  banners  unfurled,  and  his  standards  displayed, 
With  pride  uncontrolled  and  despotic  parade, 

See  the  Israelites  flee,  how  they  tremble  and  fear  ! 
While  the  foe,  with  barbarity,  howl  in  their  rear  : — 
"  In  the  pride  of  my  heart,  with  the  strength  of  my  hand 
I  shall  sweep  in  the  ocean  this  fugitive  band. 

**  Not  a  man  shall  survive,  not  a  remnant  remain— 
A  disgrace  to  a  king,  to  my  kingdom  a  stain  ; 
The  wicked,  proud  i-ebels,  have  stolen  and  fled. 
Then  woe  and  destruction  be  swift  on  their  head." 

The  princes  and  people  together  conspire, 
And  the  king  goads  them  on  in  the  flush  of  his  ire; 
The  chariots  drive  faster,  urged  on  is  the  steed, 
And  the  horsemen  exult  in  the  flight  of  their  speed. 

All  is  bustle  and  hurry,  and  fury,  and  haste, 
As  they  sweep  like  the  whirlwind  over  the  waste. 
Through  the  piUar  of  cloud  and  the  pillar  of  fire 
The  God  of  his  chosen  looked  down  in  his  ire. 

The  Red  Sea  divides,  and  the  waters  stand  high 
As  a  wall  on  each  side,  and  a  passage  supply  ; 
W^hen  the  people  of  God  unmoved  descend, 
And  firm  on  the  ocean-bed  fearlessly  wend. 

The  thousands  of  Israel  get  safely  to  land, 
While  the  armies  of  Egypt  sink  deep  in  the  sand  ; 
Now  the  high  wall  of  waters  return  and  enclose 
The  might  and  the  muster  of  Israel's  proud  foes. 

Now  Egypt's  stern  warriors  are  sunk  in  the  deep, 
And  Egypt,  her  king  and  her  glory  may  weep  ; 
For  there,  like  the  ocean- weeds  spread  on  the  coast, 
Lie  the  king  of  the  Nile  and  his  numberlees  host. 
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Ulòir  clo'n  Mhac  a  thàinig  'nuas  ! 
Moladh  agus  glòir  le  clièile,  ^ 
Tuilleadh  o  iia  li-uile  creutair, 

Biodli  do  Dhia  agus  do'n  Uan, 


PHARAOH. 

Faic  uachdran  na  h-Eiphìt  air  toiseach  a  shluaigh 
Gu  bòsdail  'g  an  treòrach'  a  mach  gus  a'  chuan  : 
A  bhratach  a'  srannraich  ri  crann  aig  gu  h-àrd, 
Le  uabhar  a'  tòcadh  air  tòir  a  chuid  thràill. 

Faic  Da  h-Israelich  dhìblidh  fo  mhìghean  's  fo  bhròn, 
'S  an  naimhdeau  cho  breun  le  aon  èigh  air  an  tòir  : 
"Ann  an  uabhar  mo  chridhe,  's  le  m'  spionnadh  ro  threun, 
Am  prasgan  so  sguabaidh  do'n  chuan  iad  gu  lèu'. 

Cha  teid  aon  aca  as,  's  cha  mhair  iarmad  diubh  beò — 
'N  am  masladh  do'n  righ  a's  do  m'  iochdrain-sa  f  òs  ; 
Na  ceannaircich  uamharr'  le  goid  agus  foill, 
Nis  leir-sgrios  a's  dosguinn  thig  orra  gun  mhoill. 

Na  prionnsan  's  am  pobull  tha'n  co-bhoinn  le  chèil', 
'S  an  righ  tha  'g  an  iomain  mar  neach  as  a  cheill, 
Na  carbaid  tha  'n  deifir,  's  gach  steud  anns  an  tòir, 
'S  a  neart  an  cuid  eachraidh  tha  'm  marc-shluagh  ri  bòsd. 

Tha  iad  uile  'n  an  siubhal  's  air  bhoile  ro  chruaidh, 
Mar  a'  chuairt-ghaoith  tha  'n  iraeachd  thar  chòmhnard  a's 
Ach  sheall  Dia  ro  ghruamach  o  dhubhar  an  neòil  [chruach; 
Air  luchd-casgraidh  a  shluaigh  'bha  cho  luath  air  an  tòir. 

Ach  dh'f  hosgail  a'  mhuir,  's  sheas  na  h-uisgeachan  suas 
Mar  bhalla  gach  taobh  a  chum  tearmunn  d'a  shluagh  ; 
Agus  pobull  lehòbhah,  le  muinghinn,  chaidh  sios, 
'S  thar  grinneal  an  aigein  f  huair  rathad  gu  tir. 

Fhuair  miltean  chloinn  Israeli  gu  tearuinte  null, 
Ach  feachdaibh  na  h-Eiphit  chaidh  fodha  's  a'  ghrun  ; 
A's  an  t-uisge  'rinn  seasarah  mar  chaUaid.  a  suas 
Air  na  h-Eiphitich  phill,  agus  sgrios  iad  'n  an  uaill. 

Fir-chogaidh  na  h-Eiphit  chaidh  fodha  gu  leir, 
'S  am  banntraichean  òga  tha  brònach  'n  an  deigh  ; 
A  nis  mar  an  f  heamainn  tha  sgaipt'  air  an  tràigh 
Tha  Pharaoh  's  a  mharc- shluagh  an  cadal  a'  bhàis. 
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LITTLE  MARY  TURNER, 

Your  little  Mary  now  is  gone, 

Gone  like  a  flower  in  May ; 
For  death  came  like  a  killing  frost, 

And  nipt  her  life  away. 

How  short  the  time  since  last  she  sat, 

A  prattler  on  the  knee; 
A  happy  little  laug:hing  thing, 

So  full  of  childish  glee. 

Sore,  sore,  you'll  miss  her  pattering  feet. 

Upon  the  dwelling  floor; 
No  more  she'll  run  with  joyful  step, 

To  meet  you  at  the  door. 

No  more  her  little  loving  arms 

Around  you  she  will  clasp; 
For  now  they  're  cold  and  motionless 

In  death's  unyielding  grasp. 

But  hold!  my  friends,  we  ever  look 

Upon  the  darkest  side; 
Just  think  of  little  Mary  now, 

A  spirit  glorified. 

Dry  up  your  tears — yea,  and  rejoice 

That  all  her  pain  is  o'er ; 
And  that  she  has  arrived  in  peace 

On  yonder  happy  shore. 

Your  little  Mary  's  happy  now. 

For  she  is  safe  at  home; 
Just  think  she's  there  to  welcome  you, 

When  you,  her  friends,  shall  come. 

Then  all  the  trials  you  endure, 
How  light  they  all  shall  seem; 

And  also  all  the  joys  of  earth. 
Just  like  a  fleeting  dream. 

01  could  you  look  within  the  veil. 
And  your  dear  Mary  see, 
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MAIRI  BHEAG  TUAIRNEIR 

Bh'fhalbh  thu,  'Mhàiri,  'uain  gu  bràth, 
A's  shearg  thu  mar  am  blàth ; 

Thàinìg  am  bàs  mar  reodbadh  fuar, 
A's  sheac  thu  'sios  gTin  dàil. 

€ha-n  'eil  e  learn  ach  mar  an  de 

O'n  bha  i  air  do  ghlim, 
Gu  beothal,  eutrom,  suilbhir,  ait, 

Ged  tha  i  'n  diugh  fo  'n  iiir. 

Is  mòr  an  ionndrainn  nis  gach  tràth, 

A  ceum  cha  tig  dhuit  dliith ; 
A's  tuille  'm  feasd  cha  ruith  i  'mach 

Ad  còmhlachadh  le  mtiiru. 

'S  cha  ghlac  i  thu  'na  làmhan  beag 

Gu  tlusor,  mar  bu  ghnàth, 
Oir  tha  iad  'nis  gun  lùths,  gun  neart, 

Fo  cheangal  teann  a'  bhàis ! 

Ach  tosd!  mo  chàirdean,  's  tionndaibh  'nis 
Bho  choslas  dorch'  na  h-uaigh', 

A's  faicibh  Màiri  shuas  air  nèamh 
'An  cuideachd  Dhè  's  an  Uain. 

Bho  'r  siiiHbh  siabaibh  f òs  gach  deur 

Le  h-aiteas  air  a  sgàth ; 
Oir  fhuair  i  saors'  o  'sarachadh, 

A's  fuasgladh  o  gach  cas. 

Do  Mhàiri  bheag  tha  sona  'iiis — 

A  dachaidh  rainig  shuas ; 
'S  le  aiteas  còmhlaichidh  thu'n  sin, 

Ma  leanas  tusa  'n  t-Uan. 

Gach  sarachadh  a  fhuair  thu  bhos 

'An  sin  bidh  faoin  leat  fein; 
A's  fòs  gach  solas  talmhaidh  bidh 

Mar  bhruadar  dhuit  gu  lèir. 

Na-m  faiceadh  sibh  a  nis  a  h-àgh, 
'S  cho  glòrmhor  's  a  tha  i, 
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Arrayed  in  the  white  spotless  robe. 
And  filled  with  ecstasy. 

A  golden  crown  upon  her  head, 

A  harp  within  her  hand, 
Among  yon  happy  children  dear, 

Who  round  the  throne  do  stand. 

And  there,  in  holy  loveliness, 

She  will  for  ever  grow; 
No  sin  can  mar  her  happiness, 

As  it  does  ours  below. 

She  eats  the  fruit  of  endless  lifCy 
Which  Jesus'  hands  bestow; 

He  leads  her  to  the  rivers  sweet, 
Where  living  waters  flow. 

Then  let  us  not  repine,  my  friends, 

When  ties  are  broken  here; 
If  they  are  only  called  from  hence 

To  fill  a  higher  sphere. 

Each  tie  that 's  loosed,  is  meant  to  bind 

Us  nearer  to  our  God; 
To  loose  our  hold  of  earthly  things, 

And  walk  the  narrow  road. 

May  this  and  every  trial  sent 

To  you  be  sanctified; 
And  from  the  furnace  may  you  come 

Like  gold  that 's  purified. 


A  CRY  FROM  CRAIGELLACHIE. 

Land  of  Bens,  and  Glens,  and  Corries, 
Headlong  rivers,  ocean  floods ! 

Have  we  lived  to  see  this  outrage 
On  your  haughty  solitudes/ 

Yea !  there  burst  invaders  stronger, 
On  the  mountain  barriered  laud. 
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'S  i  còmhdaichte  le  trusgan  geal, 

'An  aoibhneas  'tha  gun  chrioch. 
Le  crùn  neo-thruaiUidh  air  a  ceann, 

A's  clàrsach  òir  air  ghleus: 
'An  caidreamh  gràidh  na  cloinne  sin 

'Tha  'cuartacli'  cathair  Dhe. 
A's  ann  am  maise  's  ann  an  àgh 

'Nis  fàsaidh  i  gu  h-àrd ; 
Oir  peacadh,  freumh  gach  truaighe  's  cràidh, 

Oha  tèid  a  suas  gu  bràth. 

Do  chraobh  na  beatha  blaisidh  i 

Bho  làmlian  losa  fèin ; 
A's  òlaidh  i  do'n  uisge  bheò 

Bheir  solas  feadh  gach  rè. 

Mo  chàirdean,  feuch  gu-n  strìocbd  sibh  'nis 

i^  uair  bhrisear  bannan  gràidh  • 
Oir  ged  a  dhealaich  sinn  a  bhos 
.     Gu-n  còmhlaich  sinn  gii  h-àrd. 

Gach  snaom  a  dh'fhuasglar  leis  a  blios 

S  e  riin  gu-n  tàth  gu  h  àrd— 
S  n  uair  bheir  e  sòlais  thalmhaidh  'uain 

(ju-n  gluaiseamaid  'na  ghràdh, 
Gach  sàrachadh  a's  deiichainn  gheur 

Gii-n  naomhaicheadh  dhuibh  fòs- 
b  0  àmhumn  theith  na  h-àmhghair'cliriiaidh 

Ì5heir  sibh  a  mach  mar  òr. 


EIGH  BHO  CHREIG-EILEACHAIDH. 
Thir  nam  Beann,  nan  Gleann,  'snan  Coire 

iNan  srutli  cas,  s  nan  tuiltean  mòr' 
Loinn  cha  d'  shaoil  gu'm  faict'  an  càramhs' 

Air  do  fhridhean  àrd'  r'ar  beò. 
Feuch  a  nise  feachd  a's  treine 

Na  feachd  Chromueill  nan  geur-lann— 
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Than  the  Ironsides  of  Cromwell, 
Or  the  bloody  Cumberland! 

Spanning  Tay  and  curbing  Tummel, 

Hewing  with  rude  mattocks  down 
Killiecrankie's  birchen  chasm, 

What  reck  they  of  old  renown! 

Cherished  names !  how  disenchanted  I 

Hark  the  Railway  Porter  roar. 
Ho!  Blair-athole !  Dalnaspidal! 

Ho !  Dalwhinnie !  Aviemore ! 

Garry,  cribbed  with  mound  and  rampart. 

Up  his  chafing  bed  we  sweep, 
Scare  from  his  lone  lochan  cradle 

The  charmed  immemorial  sleep. 

Grisly,  stomi  resounding  Badenoch, 

With  grey  boulders  scattered  o'er. 
And  cairns  of  forgotten  battles, 

Is  a  wilderness  no  more. 

Ha!  we  start  the  ancient  silence, 

Thundering  down  the  long  incline 
On  Strathspey  and  Rothiemurchus, 

Forests  of  primaeval  pine. 

Boar  of  Badenoch !  Sow  of  Athole ! 

Hill  by  hill  behind  we  cast, 
Rock,  and  craig,  and  moorland  reeling, — 

Scarce  Craigellachie  stands  fast.* 

Dark  Glen  More  and  clov'n  Glen  Feshie, 

Loud  along  these  desolate  tracts. 
Hear  the  shriek  of  whistle  louder 

Than  their  headlong  cataracts. 

Strange  to  them  the  train — but  stranger 
The  mixed  throng  it  huddles  forth — 

Strand  and  Piccadilly  emptied 
On  the  much  enduring  North. 

*  ''  Stand  fast  Craigellachie,"  is  the  war-cry  of  the  Clan  Grant. 
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'S  colgarra  na  feachd  Dhiìic  Uilleim 
'Teachd  mar  thuil  air  Tìr  nam  beann! 

'Crasgadh  Thatha,  'casgadh  Theamhuill, 

'Snaiglieadh  sìos  le  buillean  treim' 
Glacan  beithe  CoiUe-Chragaidh, 

'Magadh  air  an  cliù  o  chèin ! 

x\inmean  caomh' !  Ach  dli'  fhalbh  an  dmidheachd ! 

Cluìnn  'g  an  èigheach  gill'  an  Ròid, 
Blàr-an-Adholl !  Dail-an-Spideil ! 

Feucti  Dail-Chuinnidh !  Agaidh-mhòr ! 

Gairidhi  dniidt'  le  tòrr  'us  daingnich, 
Steud  sinn  suas  'n  ar  deann  r'a  taobh, 

'Fuadachadh  a  chaoidh  o  'lochan 
Codal  tosdach  nan  linn  aosd'. 

Bàideanach  nan  gaiUionn  fiadhaich, 
Anns  an  lìonmhor  liath-chlach  mhòr, 

'S  carragh-cuimbne  bhlàran  fuilteach — 
Uaigneach  clia  bhi  'cnuic  ni's  mò. 

Ghluais  sinn  tosdachd  chian  nan  àrd-bheann, 

'Steudadh  sìos  an  gleann  le  gaoir. 
Air  Srath-Spè  'us  Ratamhurchuis — 

Fridhean  àrd'  nan  giuthas  aosd'. 

'Mhuc  's  an  Tore*  theich  as  'nan  deann-ruith ! 

Beinn  ri  beinn  gu  teann  a'  stri  I 
Sgòrr,  'us  creag,  'us  sliabh  a'  ruidhleadh — 

'Sgann  a  "sheas  Creag-Eileachaidh ! " 

'Sa  Ghleann-mhòr,  'n  Gleann-Feishidli  uaigneach, 

Suas  air  fad  an  cluaintean  glas', 
Cluinnear  sgal  an  fheadain  bhuaireant', 

'S  àirde  fuaim  na  'n  easan  cas'. 

Carbaid  iaruinn  ged  is  neònach, 
'S  neonaiche  an  lòd  do  shluagh — 
•  Sràidean  Lunnuinn  air  an  taomadh 
Mach  air  raointean  an  Taoibh-Tuath  I 

*  Sow  of  Atholl  and  Boar  of  Badenoch,  two  contiguous  mountaius. 
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Cockueys,  Frenchmen,  swells,  and  tourists, 
Motley-garbed  and  garish  crew ! 

Belted  pouches,  knickerbockers, 
Silken  hose  and  patent  shoe. 

While  from  carriage-window  gazing, 
Eye-glassed  damsels,  yawning,  drawl, 

"Strange  these  names  of  yours — Braeriach, 
Ben-Mac-Dhui,  Cairntoul." 

^Vhat  to  them  are  birk-tree  fragrance, 
Pine-wood  scents,  moss-myrtle  balm ! 

What  the  burns  down  corries  sounding. 
Or  the  solemn  mountain  calm! 

Point  not  them  to  Loch-an-Eilan, 
Lochindorbh's  grim  island  hold : 

Tell  them  not  wild  tales  of  Comyn, 
Or  the  Badenoch  Wolf  of  old. 

0  Cairngoram !  0  Braeriach ! 

Roll  ye  blinding  swathes  of  cloud 
Down  your  crags,  that  these  insult  not 

Your  majestic  foreheads  proud. 

On,  still  on — let  drear  CuUoden 
For  clan-slogans  hear  this  scream, 

Shake,  ye  woods !  by  Beauly  river, — 
Start,  thou  beauty-haunted  Dhruim ! 

Northward  still  the  iron  horses, 

Naught  may  stay  their  destined  path. 

Till  their  snort,  by  Pentland  surges. 
Stun  the  cliffs  of  far  Cape  Wrath. 

Must  they  pass,  quite  disappearing 
From  their  glens,  the  ancient  Gael? 

In  and  in  must  Saxon  struggle? 
Southron,  Cockney  more  prevail ! 

Clans  long  gone,  and  pibrochs  going. 

Shall  the  patriarchal  tongue 
From  these  mountains  fade  for  ever. 

With  its  names  and  memories  hung  ? 
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Sas'naich,  Frangaicli,  spailp,  's  luchd-turuis, 

Ann  an  uidheam  do  gach  lì ! 
Brigis  fharsiiinn,  pòcan  leathraicli, 

Brògan  lainn'reach,  's  osain  shìod' ! 

'S  anns  's  gach  uinneag  carbaid,  maighdean 
'Grràdh,  's  i  'sealltuinn  suas  gii  dian  : 

"  'S  ainmean  neònach  Carn-an-t-sabhail, 
Beinn-mac-duthaidh,   's  am  Bràigli'-ria'ch!  " 

'S  beag  an  sgoinns'  do'n  bholtrach  chùbhraidh 

'Dh'  èireas  ùr  o  lus  's  o  chrann, 
'S  uillt  a'  mith  feadh  ghleann  gu  fuaimneach, 

'S  tosdachd  shòluimt'  bhuan  nam  beann  ! 

'S  coma  leò-san  Locli-an-eilein, 

Loch-nan-doirb,  's  a  dhaingneach  liath, 

'N  Cuimeanach  'us  'euchdan  gàbhaidh, 
'S  Faol-chu  Bhàideanaich  o  chian. 

0  Chùirn-ghuirm !  'Us  thus',  Bhràigh'-riabhaich ! 

Tilgibh  sìos  mu  'r  creagan  neòil, 
Chum  nach  dean  na  daormuinn  thruagba 

Tarcuis  air  'ur  cmachan  mòr'. 

'Steudadh  seach !  Cluinneadh  Cuil-fliodair, 
'N  àit'  gairm-chogaidh  Threubli,  an  fbuaims' ; 

Criothnaicheadh  gach  coill'  mu'n  Mhan'cliuinn — 
Dhruim,  mu'n  iadh  gach  àille,  gluais-s' ! 

'Sìor-dhol  tuatli,  a  chaoidli  cha  srianar 
Na  h-eich  iaruinn  'n  an  steud  dlieirg, 

Gus  am  bòdhrar  le  an  srannail 
Creagan  geala  Rudh'-na-Feirg'. 

'Nfheudar  buileach  do  na  Gàidheil 
Triall  o  'n  àrois  'measg  nan  gleann? 

'Chuid  's  a  chuid  an  saltair  Sas'naich 
Tur  fo'n  casan  Tìr  nam  beann? 

Fineachan  a  chean'  air  dìbreadh, 

Ceòl  na  piob'  'dol  as  gu  luath  ; 
'M  bàsaich  tur  à  Tìr  nan  àrd-bbeann 

Gàilig  àghmhor  aosd'  nam  buadh? 
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niiWou  say,  it  little  recketh, 

-Rp  it  SO '  but  will  InventioB,^ 
^'^^ith  her  smooth  mea^a^c  arte 

^1S«:'aTarwtrSShe... 

Many  a  ^-^  ^JJ  ^'^^HhSam  fling, 
^  Fed  from  everlasting  springs. 

Till  they  bridge  the  Hebrides  ^^^^^ 

Railway,  August,  1864.] 
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"  'S  coma,"  'deir  thu,  ''ged  a  rachadh 
Na  seann  chleachdaiclhean  air  cìil, 

Bheir  an  Triatli  gu  buil  tre  'n  3grios-san 
Crìochan  ris  nach  'eil  do  dhìiil !  " 

Feudaidh  sin  'bhi ;  ach  'n  toir  Innleachd, 

Le  a  h-ealdhain  mliìn  's  a  snas, 
Treun-laoicli  cholgarra  nan  àrd-bheann, 

No  'n  seann  cliàirdeas  rìs  air  ais? 

Ni  h-eadli;  ach  dh'  aindeòin  am  buannaclid 
Far  an  d'  thig  an  cruaidli-ghaoir  bhreun, 

Dh'  fhalbh  gii  tur  a'  bhuaidh  's  an  druidheaciid, 
'Scha  bhi  'Ghàidh'ltachd  chaoidli  i  fèin! 

Ach  tha  fathast  glacan  bruachach 
-    'Dhùisgeas  annam  smuaintean  àrd', 
'S  glinn  gun  àireamh  nach  do  thruaiUeadh, 
'S  iomadh  dìtbreabh  uamhalt  fhàs; 

lomadh  allt  'an  coirean  uaigneach, 
Bho  sheann  fhuarain  'g  èiridh  suas, 

'Taomadh  'n  linuean  dorch'  an  uisge, 
'S  caorann  ruiteach  air  gach  bruaich ; 

lomadh  loch,  le  creagan  cuairticht', 

'Tàmh  gun  bhruaillean  'measg  nam  beann, 

Air  nacli  d'  thàinig  sliglie  duine, 
No  fear-turuis  fathast  teann ; 

lomadh  sgòrr,  mar  iolair  mhara, 

Suas  fa  chomhair  laidhe  grdin', 
Geal-cheannach  le  stùchdan  cruacbach, 

'Beachdach'  'chuain  's  nan  Eilean  cèin. 

Fàilnicheadh  iad  sin,  'us  thèid  mi 
Gu  creig  èigin  'measg  nan  stuadh, 

'Mhealtuinn  làn-sliaors',  gus  an  crochar 
Drocliaidean  os-cionn  a'  cbua.i]i! 
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THE  FOUNTAIN  OPENED. 

"  lu  that  day  there  shall  be  a  fountain  opened  to  the  hou^e 
«f  David,  and  to  the  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem,  for  sin  and  for 
ancleanness." — Zechariah,  xiii.  1. 


From  Sion's  holy  mountain 

The  tidings  loud  proclaim; 
The  Lord  hath  op'd  a  fountain, 

Salvation  is  its  name  : 
Its  purifying  waters, 

The  house  of  David  know, 
And  Salem's  sons  and  daughters, 

There  wash'd,  are  white  as  snow. 

From  sin  and  from  uncleanness 

That  fountain  can  redeem ; 
There  age  may  find  fresh  greenness, 

Thence  youth  with  wisdom  teem  : 
The  blind  and  deaf,  there  drinking, 

At  once  both  see  and  hear; 
The  lame,  with  feet  unshrinking, 

Are  swift,  as  is  the  deer. 

The  dumb,  who  seek  in  sadness 

That  water's  living  spring. 
In  grateful  songs  of  gladness 

Its  hallowed  praises  sing. 
Breaking  each  chain  asunder. 

That  fount  can  freedom  give; 
And,  all-surpassing  wonder, 

Hath  caus'd  the  dead  to  live! 

"Whence  flows  this  tide  of  healing, 

That  does  such  wond'rous  things? 
Oh !  haste,  its  source  revealing. 

That  I  may  seek  its  springs." 
Sinner,  thy  prayer  is  granted. 

It  flows  from  Jesu's  side; 
Thence,  whatsoe'er  is  wanted, 

To  man  will  be  supplied. 
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AN  TOBAR  AIR  FHOSGLADH. 


"  Anns  an  la  sin  bidh  tobar  air  'f  hosgladh  do  thig  Dhaibhidh, 
agus  do  luchd-àiteachaidh  lerusaleim,  air  son  peacaidh  agus  air 
son  neo-ghloine." — Sechariah,  xiii.  1. 


Bho  thiilaich  naomlia  Shion 

An  soisgeul  cuir  an  cdiìl; 
Oir  tobar  dh'fhosgail  los'  ann, 

'S  e  slàint'  a's  ainm  dha  fèin : 
An  èifeachd  tha  san  uisge, 

Do  theaghlach  Dhaibhidh  's  eòl, 
A's  mic  a's  òighean  Shàileim 

Ann  nigh,  'stha  glan  mar  or. 

Bho  pheacadh  a's  o  neo-ghloin 

Gu'n  glan  an  tobar  àigh, 
Air  aois  thig  blàth  na  h-òige, 

'S  gheibh  òigTÌdh  uaithe  gràs : 
Am  balbh  's  an  dall,  ma  dh'òlas, 

Gheibh  claisteachd  's  fradharc  shid ; 
'S  an  criibach  lag  gheibh  treòir  ann, 

'S  gu'n  leum  mar  mhang  nan  stiichd, 

Gu  dubhach,  ged  thig  balbhain, 

Gu  sruth  an  uisge  bheò, 
Le  òrain  bhinn  ueo-chearbach 

Gu'n  seinn  a'  chliii  le  ceòl. 
Gach  ceangal  cruaidh  ni  fhuasgladh, 

A's  buaidh  bheir  e  'sgach  càs; 
A's,  ni  chaidh  thar  ar  smuaintean, 

Na  mairbh  gu'n  duisg  o'n  bhàs! 

*'Cia  as  tha  'n  sruth  so  'gèiridh, 
'S  am  bheil  an  èifeachd  chòrr? 

Gu  h-ealamh  cuir  an  cèill  domh, 
'S  gu'n  rachain  air  a  thòir." 

Do  ghuidhe  fhuair  thu,  'pheacaich, 
Tha  'n  sruth  o  lotan  los' ; 

A's  na  bheil  ort  a  dh'easbhuidh, 
.  Gu  pailt  gheibh  thu  gu  sior. 
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COMFORT  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

When  gatliering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain: 
He  sees  my  griefs,  allays  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way; 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 
Or  do  the  thing  I  should  not  do; 
Still  He,  who  felt  temptation's  pow'r, 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  evil  hour. 

If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell, 
Despis'd  by  those  I  prized  too  well; 
He  shall  his  pitying  aid  bestov*^, 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe; 
At^once  betray' d,  deny'd,  or  fled, 
By  those  who  shar'd  his  daily  bread. 

When  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies; 
Yet  He  who  once  vouchsaf'd  to  bear 
The  sick'ning  anguish  of  despair, 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry. 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  mourning  o'er  some  stone  I  bend. 
Which  covers  all  that  was  a  friend; 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile. 
Divides  me  for  a  little  v/hile ; 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed. 
For  thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

And,  oh!  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last; 
Still,  still,  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed — for  thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 
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C0MHFHURTACx4D  'AN  AMHGHAR. 

'N  uair  bliios  na  iieòil  a'm'  speur  a'  gleachcl, 
Na  làitlieaii  dorcli'  's  na  càirdean  tearc, 
Mo  thaic'  bidh  ris-san,  ami  ua  ghaol, 
A  dh'iomachair  nil'  àmlighar  dliaoin' : 
Dha  m'  eagail  's  m'  uireasbhuidhean  's  leur, 
'Sleis  cunntar  'staisgear  suas  gach  deiir. 

Gu  seachran  ma  bliios  m'  anam  buairt' 
Bho  cheum  an  iouracais  's  na  stuaim ; 
A  slieaclianadh  a'  nihaitli  bba  'm  shiiil, 
No'n  rud  a  dlieanamh  nacli  robli  'm  run ; 
An  Ti  a  bhuadliaich  air  gach  nàmh, 
Cumaidh  suas  mi 's  a'  chruaidh-chàs. 

An  uair  bhios  m'  acaiii  trom  a  thaobli 

Gu'n  d'  thionndaidli  fallsa  luclid  mo  ghaoil; 

Ni  esan  còmhnadli  leani  e  fèin 

A  dli'fliuiling  uilc  bu  mho  fo  'n  ghrein ; 

Trèigte  agus  bratht'  d'a  nàinih' 

Leòsan  a  dh'ith  's  a  dh'òl  bho  làimh. 

'Nuair  dh'èireas  smuaintean  goirt  a'm  chridli' 

'S  a  leagas  uamhas  m'  anam  sios; 

An  Ti,  aon  uair,  a  chluas  a  lùb 

Gu  caoin  ri  cnead  a  chridhe  bhriiit ; 

Ni  'n  deur  gu  caoinh  a  shiab'  o'n  ghruaidh. 

Is  misneach  chur  san  anam  bhuairt'. 

'Nuair  chrom,  le  bròn,  mi  taobh  na  h-uaigh 
'S  an  tàmh  na  th'ann  a  nis  do'ni  luaidh, 
'S  le  'n  sgarar  nam  an  tràths'  a  shùil, 
A  làmh,  a  ghuth,  as  aoibh  a  ghnliis ; 
Mo  dheuraibli  dliuitse,  'Shlàn'ghir,  's  leur, 
Oir  ghuil  thar  Làsaruis  tliu  fèin. 

A's,  0!  'nuair  bliios  mi  re  do'n  t-sao glial, 

Taobh  tliall  gach  deuchainu  ach  an  t-aon, 

Cum  thusa  'n  sin  mo  mhisneacli  suas, 

Oir  luidh  thu  fèin  fo  'u  bhàs  car  uair ; 

A's  feuch  dhomli  'n  tir  's  uach  crom  a  ghrian, 

'S  0  m'  ghruaidh  an  deur  niu  dheireadh  slab. 
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THE  LAND  OF  PROMISE. 

Methinks  I  stand  upon  the  rock 

Where  Balaam  stood,  and  wond'ring  look 

Upon  the  scene  below ; 
The  tents  of  Jacob  goodly  seem, 
The  people  happy  I  esteem, 

Whom  God  has  favour'd  so. 

The  sons  of  Israel  stand  alone, 
Jehovah  claims  them  for  his  own, 

His  cause  and  their's  the  same : 
He  saved  them  from  the  tyrant's  hand. 
Allots  to  them  a  pleasant  land. 

And  calls  them  by  his  name. 

Their  toils  have  almost  reach'd  a  close. 
And  soon  they're  destined  to  repose 

Within  the  promised  land; 
Even  now  its  rising  hills  are  seen, 
Enrich'd  with  everlasting  green. 

Where  Israel  soon  shall  stand. 

O !  Israel,  who  is  like  to  thee? 
A  people  saved,  and  call'd  to  be 

Peculiar  to  the  Lord! 
Thy  shield!  he  guards  thee  from  thy  foef?, 
Thy  sword!  he  fights  thy  battles  too; 

Himself  thy  great  reward. 

Fear  not,  though  many  should  oppose, 
For  God  is  stronger  than  thy  foes, 

And  makes  thy  cause  his  own: 
The  promised  land  before  thee  lies, 
Go  up,  and  take  the  glorious  prize 

Reserved  for  thee  alone. 

In  glory  there  the  King  appears; 
He  wipes  away  his  people's  tears, 

And  makes  their  sorrows  cease; 
From  toil  and  strife  they  there  repose^ 
And  dwell  secure  from  all  their  foes^ 

In  everlasting  peace^ 


65 


FEARANN  A'  GHEALLAIDH 

Ar  learn  gu'n  d'  sheas  mi  air  an  t-sliabh 
Bho  'n  d'  sheall  Balaam  nuas  o  chian 

Air  buidhnean  Israeli : 
Tlia  bùthaibh  lacoib  àilidh,  grinn, 
Is  soiia  'm  pobull  sin  air  chinnt, 

A  fhuair  deadh-ghean  an  J)è. 

Na  h-Israeilich  tha  'n  sud  leò  fèin, 
Aig  Dia  tha  coir  orra  gu  lèir, 

'S  e  'n  aobhar  aobhar  Dhd  : 
Bho  lamh  an  nàmhaid  thug  lad  saor, 
'S  an  crannchur  thug  e  do  gach  aon, 

A's  dh'ainmich  lad  air  fèin. 

Tha  'n  sàrachadh  ach  beag  aig  ceann, 
'S  an  iiine  ghearr  gheibh  fois  nach  gann 

San  tir  a  gheall  o  chian : 
A  beanntan  àrda  clii  mi  'n  cèin, 
Is  ùror,  àiUidh  lad  gu  \èìr, 

'S  ann  gheibh  iad  fois  gach  iall. 

Co 's  cosmhail  riut  am  measg  chloinn-daoin'  ? 
Pobull  a  ghairm  'sa  thug  e  saor, 

'Tha  sònruicht'  thar  gach  seòrs' ! 
'Se  fèin  do  sgiath  ni  dion  's  gach  càs; 
Do  chlaidheamh  chasgras  gach  nàmh ; 

'S  do  dhuais  ata  ro  mhòr! 

Fo  gheilt  na  bi  ged  bhagras  bàs, 
Oir  'streise  Dia  gu  mòr  na  each, 

A  làmhsan  tha  ro  threun  : 
Tha  tir  a  gheallaidh  sgaoilt  a  mach, 
Gabh  suas  gun  dàil  a's  rach  a  steach 

Do'n  oighreachd  a's  leat  fèin. 

'N  a  mhòrachd  chi  thu  fèin  an  Triatli, 
A's  bròn  cha  chlaoidh  thu  'n  sin  no  plan, 

Oir  caisgidh  e  gach  truaigh' : 
'S  an  sin  o'n  sgios  gheibh  fois  gii  sior, 
'S  o'n  nàmh  gheibh  tearuinteachd  gu  f  ior, 

A's  siochaint  a  bhios  buan. 
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Fair  emblem  of  a  better  rest, 

Of  which  the  saints  shall  be  possess' d, 

When  they  have  run  their  race ! 
Methinks  I  see  the  heavenly  shore, 
Where  sin  and  sorrow  are  no  more; 

And  long  to  reach  the  place. 

Nor  shall  I  always  absent  be 
From  him  my  soul  desires  to  see. 

Within  the  realms  of  light; 
Ere  long  my  Lord  will  rend  the  veil, 
And  not  a  cloud  shall  then  conceal 

His  glory  from  my  sight. 

Sweet  hope!  it  makes  the  timid  brave; 
It  makes  a  freeman  of  the  slave, 

And  bids  the  weary  rise; 
It  lifts  a  worm  of  earth  on  high, 
It  gives  him  wings,  and  bids  him  fly 

To  everlasting  joys. 


THE  ONLY  REFUGE. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  raging  billows  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high: 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  in  to  the  haven  guide: 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last! 

Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me! 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd. 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing  I 


67 

Feuch  samhladh  àigh  air  sonas  buan, 

A  gheibh  na  naoimh,  'n"uair  ruigeas  sliaas, 

'S  a  chriochnaicheas  an  rèis! 
Ar  learn  gu'm  faic  mi'n  diithaich  high, 
'S  nach  inndrinn  plan,  no  bròn,  no  cràdh, 

Ach  sonas  feadli  gach  re. 

Cha  bhi  mi  ghnàtli  air  seachran  cian 
0  'n  diithaich  anns  am  bheil  mo  mhiann, 

Far  bheil  an  solus  itiil ; 
Gu  gTad  bheir  Dia  air  falbh  gach  sgàil', 
A's  neul  cha  'n  fholaich  ann  gu  bràth 

A  ghlòir  0  m'  shealladh  siil. 

Ni  dòchas  gealtaire  ro  threun, 

A's  saoraidh  tràill  an  otraich  bhrèin, 

'S  do  'n  ànrach  lag  bheir  buaidh; 
Togaidh  e  cnuimh  an  duslaich  suas, 
Bheir  neart  da  dh'itealaicheas  luath, 

Gu  aoibhneas  tha  bith-bhuan. 


AN  T-AON  DIDEIN. 

losa,  'ghràdhaich  m'  anam  truagh, 

Cuir  mu'n  cuairt  orm  do  làmh, 
'M  feadh  a  bheucas  guth  a  chuain, 

Leis  an  doininn  uaibhrich,  àird  : 
A'd'  bhroilleach  folaich  mi  gu  caoin, 

Gus'n  tèid  gaoir  na  gaillinn  seach; 
Stiùrsa  mi  do'n  chaladh  naomh, 

'S  m*  anam  thoir  gu  caomh  do  d'  theach. 

Teanacas  eile  cha  'n  'eil  ann, 

No  cùltaic'  an  teanntachd  m'  fheum ; 
0!  na  fag  mi,  's  mi  cho  fann, 

Dion  mo  cheann  fo  sgàil  do  sgdith': 
M'  uile  dhòigh  tha  annad  fèin, 

Cuibhrionn  m'  anm'  fo  'n  ghrèin  is  tu ; 
'N  uair  bhios  buaireadh  ann  am  cheum, 

Bi-sa'nsin,  a  Dhd,  dhomh  dltith. 


68 

Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want! 

All  in  all  in  Thee  I  find ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  bUnd ! 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness, 
Yile  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace,  to  pardon  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within ! 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart; 

Rise  to  all  eternity! 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Thou  art,  0  Lord!  my  only  trust, 
When  friends  are  mingled  with  the  dust, 

And  all  my  loves  are  gone; 
When  earth  has  nothing  to  bestow, 
And  every  flower  is  dead  below, 

I  look  to  thee  alone. 

The  bosom  friend  may  sleep  below 
The  churchyard  turf,  and  we  may  go 

To  close  a  lov'd  one's  eyes; 
They  will  not  always  slumber  there, 
We  see  a  world  more  bright  and  fair — 

A  home  beyond  the  skies. 

Thou  wilt  not  leave,  in  doubt  and  fear, 
The  humble  soul,  who  loves  to  hear 

The  lessons  of  thy  word; 
When  foes  around  us  thickly  press, 
And  all  is  danger  and  distress. 

There's  safety  in  the  Lord. 
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'S  tusa,  'Chriosd,  a  mliàiii  tlia  dliìtli, 

Gràsan  sìorruidh  's  leat  gacli  uair ; 
Thoir  do'n  truaghan  mbeata  clìth, 

'S  gabh  do'n  dìileachd'  acracli  trnas  : 
'S  ceart  's  is  naomha  t'ainms'  gvi  bràth, 

M'  ainm-sa  tlia  ro  ghràineil,  thriiagh ; 
Urram  buinidli  dbuits'  a's  gràs, 

Dhomhsa  tàir  a's  rugbadh  gmaidh. 

Agadsa  tha  gràs  giiu  dith, 

Gràs  a  dh'ionnlad  dhìom  gach  sal ; 
Sgaoil  feadh  bhnagban  m'  aiim'  do  sbìth, 

'S  fuadaich  o  mo  cbrìdh'  gach  smal  I 
Sruth  na  beatha  'se  do  ghràdh, 

M'  anam  pàiteacb  gluais  'n  a  dhèigb ; 
Tiiilleadb  biodh  e  'm  chridhe  blàth, 

'G  èiridh  'n  àird  air  feadh  gach  rè  1 


MUINGHINN  ANN  AN  DIA. 

'S  tu,  'Thriath,  mo  mhuinghinn  a's  mo  threòir, 
Ged  tha  mo  chàirdeau  caomh  fo'n  fhòid, 

'S  gach  aon  d'an  tug  mi  gràdh; 
Gach  solas  talmhaidh  ged  a  thr^ig, 
'S  a  shearg  gach  blath  d'an  tug  mi  spèis, 

Riut  fèin  gu'n  seall  mi'n  àird. 

Ar  càirdean  ionmhuinn  tha  'n  an  suain 
'S  a'  Chill  fo  fhòidean  gonn  na  h-uaigh', 

Fo  cheangal  cruaidh  a  bhàis ; 
An  la  tha  'teachd  's  an  dùisg  iad  suas, 
A's  inntrinnidh  air  sonas  buan 

'S  an  dachaidh  tha  gu  h-àrd. 

A  choidhch'  cha'n  fhàg  fo  gheilt  no  fhiamh 
An  t-iompachan  a  ni  do  riar, 

'S  do  t'fhocal  a  bheir  gèill ; 
Ar  naimhdean  'n  uair  bheir  ionnsuidh  gharg, 
Gidheadh,  o  'm  mirun  a's  o  'm  fearg, 

Gheibh  didein  ann  ad  fein. 
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Although  we  feel  the  bitter  dart, 
Most  keenly  rankling  in  the  heart, 

By  some  dark  ingrate  driven ; 
In  us  revenge  must  never  bnrn, 
We  pity,  pardon,  then  we  turn, 

And  rest  our  souls  in  heaven, 

'Tis  thou,  0  Lord!  who  shield'st  my  head. 
And  draw'st  thy  curtains  round  my  bed, 

I  sleep  secure  in  thee; 
And  0!  may  soon  that  time  arrive. 
When  we  before  thy  face  shall  live 

Through  all  eternity. 


THE  COVENANTERS. 

Far  up  the  hills,  amidst  some  lonely  glen, 
They  met,  the  brave  and  persecuted  men! 
A  holy  remnant  of  the  just  and  true. 
Sworn  to  that  faith  which  tyrants  never  knew: 
Hunted  from  hoase  and  home,  they  gather'd  there 
To  offer  up  to  Heaven  their  earnest  prayer; 
They  knelt  around,  while  one,  w^ith  lifted  hand, 
Invoked  a  blessing  on  that  martyr  band. 
Then  rose  they  up,  and  sang  with  one  accord, 
Their  sweet  and  simple  anthems  to  the  Lord; 
Till  the  far  shepherd  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
Who  heard  the  notes  arise  so  faint  and  low, 
Might  deem  in  such  a  place,  that  holy  hymn 
Was  raised  and  chanted  by  the  seraphim ! 
They  went  to  battle — not  as  armies  go, 
Who  blindly  smite  an  unoffending  foe; 
Forth  to  a  glorious  field  they  march'd  unaw'd, 
The  chosen  champions  of  the  living  God: 
They  fought  and  triumph'd,  as  the  good  and  just, 
Who  fight  in  such  a  cause,  for  ever  must. 
And  thus,  of  yore,  have  Scotland's  patriots  rose, 
And  bravely  overcame  their  banded  foes. 
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Ged  dh'fliuilgeas  sinne  goimh  as  tàir, 
A  ni  ar  claoidh  gu  goirt  's  ar  cràdh, 

Blio  namhaid  guineach,  geur ; 
'N  ar  cridb'  cha  toir  do  ghamhlas  àit', 
Ach  luaithidii  sinn  gu  saor  's  gach.  cas, 

'8  gbeibh  fois  an  àird  leat  fein. 

Is  tusa,  'Thriath,  ino  sgiath  a'm'  flieum, 

'S  tu  chuir  brat-sgàil  mu'n  cuairt  domb  fein, 

'Sa  bbeir  dbomb  fois  om'  sgios; 
A's  gu  mu  biatb  a  tbig  au  la 
'S  an  nocbdar  sirni  leat  fein  gu.  b-àrd 

An  aoibbneas  tba  gun  cbrioch. 


NA  CUMHNANTAICH. 

Na  daoine  dileas,  sàraicbte,  's  fo  bbròn, 

Cbòmblaicb  gu  trie  am  measg  nam  beann  's  nam  frog ! 

Am  fuigbeal  beag  bba  nrinneacb  'sgacb  càs, 

'S  a  bbòidicb  fòs  nacb  striocbdadb  iad  gu  bràtb : 

Euaigte  o'n  dacbaidb  cbruinnicb  iad  an  cein, 

A  cbum  an  atbcbuinge  clmr  suas  gu  nèamb ; 

Sbleucbd  iad  mu'n  cuairt,  a's  db'asluicb  aon  do'n  trend- 

Gu'n  dionadb  Dia  iad  o  gacb  olc  a's  beud. 

Db'èiricb  iad  suas  an  sin  a's  sbeinn  gai  b-ard 

An  laoidbean  binne  fòs  do  Dbia  nan  gras; 

An  ciobair  siiibblacb  sbuas  am  measg  nam  beann, 

Le  iogbnadb  db'èisd  e  ris  a'  cbeòl  ro  bbinn, 

An  laoidb  bu  clioltacb  i  ri  ceòl  nan  nèamb, 

A  tbogadb  aiugle  naomb  a  suas  gu  sèimb ! 

Gu  cogadb  cbaidb,  gidbeadb  cba  b'  ann  le  sannt, 

'Nan  doille  'bualadb  sios  an  naimbdean  fann; 

Acb  gus  an  àrfbaicb  db'fbalbb  gun  sgàtb,  gunfbiamb, 

]\Iar  giiaisgicb  tbagbte  'tabbairt  giòir  do  Dbia : 

Cbòmbraig  a's  bbuadbaicb  iad  mar  ni  gacb  aon, 

A  tbèid  am  macb  le  ceartas  air  an  taobb. 

Mar  so  rinn  gaisgicb  Alba  gleacbd  o  cbian, 

'S  gu  fearail  cbeannsaicb  iad  an  naimbdean  dian 


LOVE  OF  COUNTRY. 

Breathes  there  a  man,  with  soul  so  dead, 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 

"This  is  ray  own,  my  native  land !" 
Whose  heart  has  ne'er  within  him  burned. 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turned, 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand! 
If  such  there  breathe,  go,  mark  him  well; 
For  him  no  minstrel  raptures  swell: 
High  though  his  titles,  proud  his  name, 
Boundless  his  wealth  as  wish  can  claim ; 
Despite  those  titles,  power,  and  pelf. 
The  wretch,  concentred  all  in  self, 
Living,  shall  forfeit  fair  renown, 
And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down 
To  the  vile  dust,  from  whence  he  sprung, 
Unwept,  unhonoured,  and  unsung. 

O  Caledonia!  stern  and  wild. 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child! 
Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood. 
Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood. 
Land  of  my  sires!  what  mortal  hand 
Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band. 
That  knits  me  to  thy  rugged  strand! 


LOCHIEL'S  WARNING. 

Wizard. — Lochiel !    Lochiel !  beware  of  the  day, 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array  ! 
For  a  field  of  the  dead  rushes  red  on  ray  sight, 
And  the  clans  of  Culloden  are  scattered  in  fight. 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crown  ; 
Woe,  woe  to  the  riders  that  trample  them  down ! 
Proud  Cumberland  prances,  insulting  the  slain, 
And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plain. 
But  hark  I  through  the  fast-flashing  lightning  of  war, 
What  steed  to  the  desert  flies  frantic  and  far! 
'Tis  thine,  oh  Glenullin !  whose  bride  shall  await, 
Like  a  love-lighted  watch  fire,  all  night  at  the  gate. 
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OAOL  DUTHCHA, 

'Bheil  neach  air  bith,  's  an  deò  na  chre, 
Cho  fuar  's  nach  tuirt  e  riamh  ris  fèin, 

"Mo  dhiithaich  chaomli  d'an  tug  mi  gaoll" 
Aon  nach  do  las  a  cliridh'  na  chom, 
Dhachaidh  'n  uair  ghluais  le  ceum  neo-throm, 

Bho  ànradh  cianail  feadh  an  t-saogh'il! 
Ma  tha  rach  's  beachdaicli  air  gu  dlùth, 
Ri  laoidh  no  ceòl  cha  tog  e  shùil : 
Ged  bhiodli  e  ard  an  ainm  's  an  inbh', 
'S  a  mhaoin  cho  mòr  'sa  dh'iarradh  miann; 
A  dh'aindeoin  'airgid,  'ainm  a's  òir, 
'S  e  'n  t-ùmaidh  truagh  bhios  ann  r'a  bheò, 
Cha'n  fhaigh  e  meas,  no  miagh,  no  cliti, 
'S  'n  uair  thig  am  bàs  thèid  sìos  do'n  ùir, 
Gun  chuimhn'  no  iomradh  air  am  feasd, 
'S  cha  chaoidhear  air  a  shon  gun  cheisd. 

0!  Albuinn  chaomh,  nan  stiic,  's  nan  earn! 
A  mhuime  dh'àraicheas  na  bàirdl 
A  thir  a  bharraich  a's  an  fhraoich, 
A  thir  nam  beann,  nan  tuil',  's  nan  craobh, 
Tir  mo  shinnsear' !  tir  nan  sàr, 
Co  dh'fhuasglas  an  eeangal  gràidh, 
Ri  d'  thràigh  a  dh'aonas  mi  gu  bràth  I 


RABHADH  LOCHIALK 

Fiosaiche. — A  Lochiall!  a  Lochiall!  bi  t'fhaicill  roi'n  la, 
Anns  an  còmhlaich  na  Gaill  thu  'an  suidheachadh  blàir! 
Ann  am  shealladh  tha'n  àrfhaich  le  dearg  f  huil  nan  laoch, 
Air  monadh  Chùilf  hodair  's  iad  sgapta  gacli  taobh. 
Thug  iad  ionnsuidh  ged  dh'f  hailuich  air  buannachd  an  coir ; 
Marbh-thaisg  air  a'  mharc-shluagh  a  sbaltrasna  seòid  ! 
Tha  Cumberland  uaibhreach  'toirt  tàmailt  a's  tàir, 
Do'n  laochraidh  neo-mheata  tha  pronnta  gu  làr. 
Ach  eisd  !  Ciod  an  steud  'tha  le  luathas  na  gaoith 
Troi  'n  deathach  's  troi'n  lasair  a'  ruith  chun  an  fhraoich  ? 
'S  e  do  steud-sa,  'Ghlinnuillinn,  tha  do  cheile  fo  chradh, 
A'  sealltuinn  ri  d'  thighinn ;  ach  cha  tig  thu  gu  bràth. 
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A  steed  comes  at  morning  :  no  rider  is  there  ; 
But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair. 
Weep,  Albyn  !  to  death  and  captivity  led  ! 
Oh !  weep,  but  thy  tears  cannot  number  the  dead  : 
For  a  merciless  sword  on  Culloden  shall  wave — 
Culloden !  that  weeps  with  the  blood  of  the  brave. 

Lochiel  — Go,  preach  to  the  coward,  thou  death  telling  seer  ! 
Or,  if  gory  Culloden  so  dreadful  appear, 
Draw,  dotard,  around  thy  old  wavering  sight, 
This  mantle,  to  cover  the  phantoms  of  fright. 

Wizard. — Ha  I  laughest  thou,  Lochiel,  my  vision  to  scorn  ? 
Proud  bird  of  the  mountain,  thy  plume  shall  be  torn ! 
Say,  rush'd  the  bold  eagle  exultingly  forth, 
From  his  home  in  the  dark  rolling  clouds  of  the  north  ? 
Lo !  the  death  shot  of  foeman  outspeeding  he  rode 
Companionless,  bearing  destruction  abroad; 
But  down  let  him  stoop  from  his  havoc  on  high, 
Ah !  home  let  him  speed  for  the  spoiler  is  nigh. 
Why  flames  the  far  summit?    Why  shoot  to  the  blast 
Those  embers  like  stars  from  the  firmament  cast? 
'Tis  the  fire  shower  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully  driven 
From  his  eyry,  that  beacons  the  darkness  of  heaven. 
Oh,  crested  Lochiel,  the  peerless  in  mi^ht, 
Whose  banners  arise  on  the  battlement's  height, 
Heav'n's  fire  is  around  thee,  to  blast  and  to  burn  ; 
Return  to  thy  dweUing,  all  lonely  return! 
For  the  blackness  of  ashes  shall  mai  k  where  it  stood. 
And  a  wild  mother's  scream  o'er  her  famishing  brood. 

Lochiel. — False  wizard,  avaunt !  I  have  marshalled  my  clan, 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  their  bosoms  are  one  ; 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  blood  and  their  breath, 
And  like  i-eapers  descend  to  the  harvest  of  death. 
Then  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  the  shock; 
Let  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  the  wave  on  a  rock ; 
But  woe  to  his  kindred,  and  woe  to  his  cause, 
When  Albyn  her  claymore  indignantly  draws ; 
When  her  bonnetted  chieftains  to  victory  crowd, 
Clanranald  the  dauntless,  and  Moray  the  proud, 
All  plaided  and  plum'd  in  their  tartan  array — 

Wizard. — Lochiel !  Lochiel !  beware  of  the  day, 
For,  dark  and  despairing,  my  sight  I  may  seal, 
But  man  cannot  cover  what  God  will  reveal ; 
'Tis  the  sun  set  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 
And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 
1  tell  thee  Culloden's  dread  echoes  shall  ring. 
With  the  blood-hounds  that  bark  for  their  fugitive  king 
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Faic  sa*  mhoch-thrà  tha  steud  'tighinn  gun  mharcaich'  na  choir; 

Ach  tha'u  t-srian  air  a  deargadh  le  full  nam  fear  inor. 

O  Albuinn !  'tha  'm  has  a's  am  bruid  aig  an  namh, 

A's  cha'n  àireamh  do  dheòir  na  tha  nis  aig  a'  bhàs  ; 

Oir  claidheamh  an  dioghaltais  tha  mach  air  gach  taobh, 

'S  tha  smiaid  feadh  Chuilfhodair  bho  chairbhean  nan  laoch  ! 

Lochiall. — Falbh  's  innis  do'n  ghealtaire  mheata  do  sgeul — 
'S  ma  tha  faiche  Chuilfhodair  cho  dosgach  leat  fein, 
An  fhalhiing  so  suain  i  mu'n  cuairt  ort  gu  dliiih, 
'S  gach  bocan  a's  glaisteag  ni  f  halach  o'd'  shiiil ! 

Flos. — 'Lochiall  sguir  ad  sgallais,  's  na  dean  tàir  air  mo  sgeul, 
Eòin  uaibhrich  na  beinne  spionar  t'ite  chùl-sgèith  ! 
Am  fir-eun  an  seòl  e  gu  bosdail  a  suas 

Bho  dhachaidh  measg  tiugh  neula'  dùbhlaidh  'n  taobh  tuath.? 
Feuch  a  naimhdean  tha  'caitheadh  geur  shaighdean  a'  bhais, 
'S  na  aonar  tha  'siubhal  le  leir-sgrios  's  le  h-ar  ; 
Ach  ci'omadh  e  nuas  o  gach  cruadail  a's  baud, 
'S  rachadh  dhachaidh  gu  luath,  oir  tha  'n  tòir  as  a  dheigh. 
'N  an  lasair  na  muUaich,  's  mar  f halaisg  an  fhraoich 
Tha  'n  teine  na  f  hrasan  a'  tuiteam  gach  taobh, — 
Ise  teine  an  leir-sgrios  air  iomain  gu  garbh, 
'S  a  tha  'tarruing  a  nuas  orra  dioghaltas  ro  gharg, 
O!  thusa,  'Lochiall,  'tha  gun  choimeas  'an  cliù, 
Le  do  bhrataichean  àluinn  a'  snàmh  bho  do  thùir, — 
Tha  teine  o'n  àirde  mu'n  cuairt  ort  gu  d'  chràdh  ; 
Gu  grad  pill-sa  dhachaidh,  's  rach  as  o  gach  càs, 
Oir  tha  duibhre  a'  chasgraidh  a  mach  air  gach  taobh, 
'S  tha  mhàthair  gu  cràiteach  mu  leanaban  a  gaoil. 

Loch. — Nis,  'Fhiosaiche  bhreugaich,  thoir  thu  fein  as  gu  luath, 
Mo  dhaimhich  tha  treubhach,  's  cha  gheill  lad  gun  bhuaidh, 
Tha  iad  firinneach,  dileas,  's  cha  strioc  iad  gu  brath, 
'S  mar  luchd-buana  ni  gearradh  air  achadh  a'  bhais. 
Bheir  mi  dùlan  do  Chumberland  tighinn  le  'steud, 
Ged  a  bhuaileas  mar  thonn  air  a'  charraig  le  beuc  ; 
Ach  mo  thruaigh'  a  luchd  leanmhuinn,  'nan  creich  aig  a'  bhas, 
'N  uair  thàirn'eas  na  Gàidheil  an  claidh'ean  gu  h-àr ! 
An  Cinnfheadhna,  le  'm  boineidean  gorma  bheir  buaidh — 
Clann-Dòmhnuill,  's  gach  Clann  nach  bu  tais  anns  an  ruaig — 
Air  an  eideadh  'am  breacan  an  fheihdh  gu'n  sail — 

Fios. —  A  Lochiall !  a  Lochiall  !  bi  t-fhaicill  roi'n  la  ; 
Oir  ged  dhiùltas  mi  amharc  air  sealladh  cho  fiat' 
Cha  cheilear  le  duine  na  dh'fhoillsicheas  Dia: 
Chi  mi  nitheanan  diomhair  'am  feasgar  mo  lài', 
Agus  plathadh  roi'  làimh  do  gach  ni  tha  'san  dan. 
Mu'n  cuairt  do  Chuilfhodair  cluinneam  ullartaich  bhreun 
Nan  con-luirg  a  tha  'u  tòir  air  ar  Prionnsa  ro  threun. 
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Lo !  anointed  by  Heaven  with  the  vials  of  wrath — 

Behold  !  where  he  flies  on  his  desolate  path  : 

Now  in  darkness  and  billows  he  sweeps  from  my  sight  j 

Kise  !  rise !  ye  wild  tempests,  and  cover  his  flight. 

'Tis  finished.     Their  thunders  are  hashed  on  the  moors — 

Culloden  is  lost  and  ray  country  deplores  : 

But  where  is  the  iron  bouud  prisoner  ?     Where  ? 

For  the  red  eye  of  battle  is  shut  in  despair. 

Say,  mounts  he  the  ocean  wave,  banish 'd,  forlorn, 

Like  a  limb  from  his  country  cast,  bleeding  and  torn  ? 

Ah !  no,  for  a  darker  departure  is  near  ; 

The  war-drum  is  muffled,  and  black  is  the  bier  j 

His  death-bell  is  tolling,  oh,  mercy  dispel 

Yon  sight,  that  it  freezes  my  spirit  to  tell ! 

Life  flutters  convuls'd  in  his  quivering  limbs, 

And  his  blood-streaming  nostril  in  agony  swims-; 

Accursed  be  the  fagots  that  blaze  at  his  feet, 

"Where  his  heart  shall  be  thrown  e'er  it  ceases  to  beat, 

With  the  smoke  of  its  ashes  to  poison  the  gale — 

Lochiel. — Down  soothless  insulter,  I  trust  not  fhy  tale  ; 
For  never  shall  Albyn  a  destiny  meet, 
So  black  with  dishonour,  so  foul  with  retreat ; 
Though  my  perishing  ranks  should  be  strew'd  in  their  gore^ 
Like  ocean-weeds  heap'd  on  the  surf  beaten  shore, 
Lochiel,  untainted  by  flight  or  by  chains. 
While  the  kindling  of  life  in  his  bosom  remains, 
Shall  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low, 
With  his  back  to  the  field,  and  his  feet  to  the  foe ; 
And  leaving  in  battle  no  blot  on  his  name, 
Look  proudly  to  Heaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fame.* 

*  It  is  somewhat  remarkable  that  none  of  the  English  Poet* 
furnishes  so  many  pieces  suited  for  translating  into  Gaelic  as 
Thomas  Campbell.  The  cause  no  doubt  is,  that  Campbell  spent 
a  considerable  portion  of  his  early  days  in  the  West  Highlands, 
and  consequently  lie  knew  the  habits  and  sui>erstitions  of  the 
people  thoroughly.  Every  schoolboy  knows  "  Lochiel's  Warninj^,'' 
but  only  those  who  have  spent  their  early  days  in  the  Highlands 
can  fully  understand  the  "mystical  lore/'  so  ingeniously  inter- 
woven with  the  texture  of  the  "VVarning"  Those  who  pretend 
to  have  the  gift  of  the  "Second  Sight''  allege  that  they  see  those 
events  which  are  soon  to  happen,  pass  in  succession  before  them. 
They  are  generally  very  old,  and  partly  by  native  shrewdness  and 
cunning,  and  also  by  paying  attention  to  local  matters,  they  are 
able  to  give  a  pretty  correct  guess  of  "  coming  events,"  and  one  of 
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As  na  nèarahan  a  nuas  dòirtear  copan  na  feirg— 

Feuch  a  nis  e  'na  dheann-ruith  air  lorn  shlios  naleirg — 

Air  na  bòc-thonna  caoir-gheal  a'  teicheadh  gu  luath ; 

Dùisgeadh!  èireadh!  an  doinionn  a  ni  dhion  o  gach  fuath's. 

Tha  e  seachad.     Cha  chluinnear  an  lamhach  ni's  mo  ; 

Oil-  chailleadh  Cuilfhodair,  's  tha  'n  dùthaìch  fo  bhròn. 

Ach  c'à'  bheil  an  ciomach  'an  geimhlibh  tha  'u  sàs  Ì 

Oil-  an  còmhrag  tha  cnochnaicht'  an  leir-sgrios  's  am  bàs. 

Air  falbh  thar  a'  chuain  e  na  dhiobrach  fo  bhròn, 

Le  lotaibh  air  f  huadach  o  'dhùthaich  's  o  'choir. 

Ni  h-eadh,  oir  tha  'shiubhal  am  fagusg  gu  dearbh — 

Tha  suaicheantas  bròin  ann,  a's  eislinn  nam  marbh, 

Tha  eigh  bhais  r'a  cluinntinn — O  !  thròcair  gabh  truas, 

Tha  'n  sealladh  ro  sgreitidh,  'sga  m'  fhagail-sa  truagh  ; 

Air  chrith  tha  gach  cuisle,  gach  feith  agus  ball, 

'S  o  chuinneinibh  chi  mi  'n  fhuil  chraobhach  na  deann  ; 

Tha  cual  chrion  a'  chasgraidh  na  lasair  air  làr 

Leis  an  loisgear  an  cridhe  tha  tairisneach  blàth  ; 

Tha  deathach  a  dhuslaich  ag  eiridh  'san  speur — 

LiOcli. — Tosd,  'Fhiosaiche  bhreugaich,  cha  chreid  mi  do  sgeul, 
Oir  am  feasd  cha  bhi  crannchur  nan  Gaidheal  cho  cruaidh 
'S  gun  teich  lad  fo  dhosguinn  's  fo  thamailt  san  ruaig. 
Ged  a  mhillfce  mo  ghaisgich  's  a  thuiteadh  sa'  bhlàr, 
Mar  fheamainn  a'  chladaich  air  a  sgapadh  air  tràigh, 
Lochiall  bi'dh  gun  truailleadh,  'sgun  chuibhreach  gach  re, 
Fhad  's  a  bhuaileas  a  chuisle  's  a  phlosgas  a  chre  ; 
Air  na  coimhich  bheir  buaidh  no  luidhidh  san  ùir, 
Le  a  bhuinn  ris  an  nàmh,  's  ris  an  àrf  haich  a  chùl, 
Gun  smal  air  a  chliu  ged  a  thuiteas  san  ar, 
R'a  dhuais  anns  na  fiaitheas  suas  seallaidh  gun  sgàth. 

those  "Taisearan"  or  Seers,  before  '45,  could  predict  with  consider- 
able accuracy  what  would  be  the  fate  of  those  .who  espoused  the 
cause  of  tbe  Prince. 

The  sentiments  expressed  by  Lochiel  in  the  closing  lines  are 
truly  the  sentiments  of  a  Highland  warrior  of  the  olden  times. 
Although  his  ideas  of  the  way  of  a  sinner's  acceptance  with  God 
are  rather  heathenish,  they  are  quite  consistent  with  the  belief  of 
those  who  expected  to  be  received  at  their  death  to  '^Fìathinnis," 
(the  [sland  of  the  Brave,)  because  they  had  never  done  anything 
to  tarnish  their  honour;  and  the  jjoet,  putting  the  words  into 
Lochiel's  mouth,  makes  him  speak,  as  we  have  said,  the  senti- 
ments of  a  Highland  warrior,  and  in  the  belief  of  which  he  could 
"Look  proudly  to  heaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fame!" 
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LOCHINVAR. 

Oh!  young  Lcchinvar  is  come  out  of  the  west, 
Through  all  the  wide  Border  his  steed  was  the  best; 
And  save  his  good  broad- sword  he  weapon  had  none, 
He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all  alone, 
So  faithful  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Lochinvar. 

He  staid  not  for  brake,  and  he  stopped  not  for  stone. 
He  swam  the  Esk  river  where  ford  there  was  none ; 
But,  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 
The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came  late : 
For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard  in  war. 
Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Lochinvar. 

So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  Hall, 

Among  bride's-men,  and  kinsmen,  and  brothers  and  all : 

Then  spoke  the  bride's  father,  his  hand  on  his  sword, 

(For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  a  word,) 

"  0  !  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in  war. 

Or  to  dance  at  our  bridal,  young  lord  Lochinvar." 

"  I  long  wooed  your  daughter,  my  suit  you  denied  ; — 
Love  swells  hke  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like  its  tide — 
And  now  am  I  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine. 
To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 
There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar." 

The  bride  kissed  the  goblet ;  the  knight  took  it  up, 
He  quaffed  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw  dow^n  the  cup. 
She  looked  down  to  blush,  and  she  looked  up  to  sigh, 
With  a  smile  on  her  lip,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye. 
He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  could  bar, — 
"Now  tread  we  a  measure!"  said  young  Lochinvar. 

So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her  face, 

That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did  grace; 

While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fume, 

And  the  bridegroom  stood  dangling  his  bonnet  and  plume ; 

And  the  bride-maidens  whispered,  "  'Twere  better  by  tar 

To  have  matched  our  fair  cousin  with  young  Lochinvar." 

One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in  her  ear, 

When  they  reached  the  hall-door,  and  the  charger  stood  neai- ; 

So  light  to  the  croup  the  fair  lady  he  swung, 

So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he  sprung ! 

"  She  is  won  !  we  are  gone,  over  bank,  bush,  and  scaur  ; 

They'll  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow,"  quoth  young  Lochinvar. 
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LOCHINBHAR. 

Thainìg  triath  Lochinbhàr  as  an  lar  oirnn  gu  grad, 
Air  steud  each  a  b'àille  's  na  criocliaibh  air  jfad ; 
Gun  bhall  air  a  shiubhal  ace  claidheamh  deas,  treun, 
A  marcachd  gun  armachd  's  a'  marcachd  leis  f  hein  ! 
Cho  dileas  an  gaol,  a's  cho  gaisgeil  am  blàr, 
Cha'n  f  hacas  riamh  coimeas  do  thriath  Lochìnbhàr ! 

Gun  clmrara  do  bhacadh,  gun  eagal  roimh  nàmh, 
Far  an  doimhne  an  amhainn,  rinn  esan  a  snamh ; — 
Ach  JSetherhy  Hall,  m'an  do  rainig  e  thall, 
Thug  a  leannan  a  h-aonta,  's  bha  'shao'ir-san  air  chall, 
Oir  bha  giugaire  'n  gaol,  agus  cladhaire  'm  blàr, 
Del  a  phòsadh  na  h-ainnir  aig  triath  Lochinbhkr. 

Do  Netherhy  Hall  gu  neo-sgàthach  ghabh  e  steach, 

Am  measg  f  hleasgach  a's  chàirdeaii,  a's  bhrà'rean,  'sgach  neach! 

'Sin  thu'irt  alhair  na  gruagaich,  's  a  lamh  air  a  lann, — 

(Bha'm  fearbainnse  air  chrith,  's  e  gun  smid  as  a  cheann.) 

''  An  d'thàinig  thu  'n  sith  no  an  d'thain'  thu  churn  air? 

No  a  dhanus'  aig  a'  phòsadh,  a  thriath  Lochinbhàr  ?" 

*'  B'f  had'  a  shuiridh  mi  do  nighean,  ged  dhiùlt  thu  mo  ghràdh  ; 

Ach  tha  'u  gaol  mar  a'  mhuir,  ni  e  liouadh  a's  tra'dh; 

A's  thàiuig  mi  dh'ionnsaidh  a'  phòsaidh  gun  sion, 

'Ach  a  dhanns'  leis  an  òg-bhean,  's  a  dh'ùl  leatha  f  ion. 

Tha  pailteas  an  Albainn  de  dh'òighibh  a's  fhearr, 

A  ghabhadh  gu  deònach  tighearn  òg  Lochinbhàr  !" 

Bhlais  ise;  ghlac  esan  an  copan  gu  teann, 

As  thilg  e  a  làimh  e  'n  uair  dh'  òl  e  na  bh'  ann  ; 

Chrom  ise  gu  màllda  's  a  h  aghaidh  fo  nàir', — 

Le  deur  air  a  sùil,  's  air  a  bilibh  f  èith-ghàir'. 

Ghabh  e  greira  air  a  làìmh  dh'  aindeoin  bacadh  a  màth'r, — 

'•  'Nis  theid  sinn  a  dhannsadh !"  thu'irt  triath  Lochinbhar. 

A  chruth-san  cho  àluinn,  's  a  gnùis-se  cho  briagh, 

( 'ha  'n  f  hacas  aon  chàraid  thug  bàrr  orra  riamh  ; 

Fo  chorruich  bha  h-athair,  a  màthair,  's  a  luchd-dàimh, 

'S  am  fear-bainnse  trom,  dubhach,  's  a  bhoineid  'n  a  laimh  ; — 

Rinn  na  maighdeannan  cagar,  "  B'e  mòrau  a  b'  fhearr, 

"  I  dh'  f  haotainn  r'a  phòsadh  tighearn  òg  Lochinbhar !  " 

Air  dha  beantuiun  r'a  laimh  agus  cagar  n'a  ceann, 

A  mach  air  an  dorus  a  ghearr  iad  le  deann  ; 

Thog  e  suas  air  an  each  i,  's  am  priobadh  na  sùl, 

Bha  esan  's  an  diolaid  a's  is'  aig  a  chùl ! 

"  Tha  i  agam  gun  taing !  Peannachd  leibh  I  "  thuirt  an  sar, 

"  Bidh  iad  tapaidh  a  ghlacas  tighearn  òg  Lochinbhar." 
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There  was  mounting  'mong  Graemes  of  the  Netherby  clan  ; 

Forsters,  Fenwicks,  and  Musgraves,  they  rode  and  they  ran  : 

There  was  racing,  and  chasing,  on  Cannobie  Lea, 

But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherby  ne'er  did  they  see. 

So  daring  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war, 

Have  ye  e'er  heard  of  gallant  like  young  Lochinvar? 


THE  ROCK  STRUCK. 

Oppressed  with  toil,  and  parched  with  thirst, 

On  Sinai's  burning  sands. 
The  tribes  of  Israel  slowly  moved, 

And  drooped  bis  fainting  bands; 
They  thought  on  Egypt's  fertile  fields, 

Her  richly  watered  plains, 
And  while  they  mourned  her  vanished  joys, 

Forgot  her  galling  chains. 

Against  the  Lord  with  rebel  souls, 

And  impious  mouths  they  cried. 
His  watchful  care  their  hearts  disowned, 

His  grace  their  tongues  denied; 
Against  His  servant  Moses,  too, 

With  forward  lips  they  chode. 
And  vowed  no  more  in  Araby 

To  make  their  drear  abode. 

Before  the  Lord  their  leader  bent, 

And  claimed  His  promised  aid; 
"What  shall  I  with  this  people  do?" 

'Twas  thus  he  loudly  prayed: 
"Thy  long-tried  love,  Thy  present  care. 

Their  hearts  and  lips  disown ; 
And  me,  Thy  servant,  for  Thy  sake. 

They  seem  prepared  to  stone!" 

"Go  boldly  on,"  the  Lord  replied, 

"Thy  rod  take  in  thy  hand; 
Lo!  I  on  Horeb's  lofty  brow 

Before  thee  take  my  stand: 
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Chur  na  càirdean  le  cabhag  an  eachaibh  air  doigh  ; 
Cuid  a'ruith,  cuid  a'  marcachd  a  ghlacadh  na  h-òigh  : 
Bha  ruagadh,  a's  reiseadh,  thai-  raointibh  a's  shliabh, 
Ach  sealladh  do'n  òg-bheau  cha'n  f  hacaidh  iad  riamh  [ 
Cho  treubhach  an  gaol,  a's  cho  gaisgeil  am  blar, 
Am  facas  riamh  leithid  tighearn  òg  Lochinbhàr  ! 


A'  CHAERAIG  BHUAILTK 

Eo  sgith,  a's  tràisgte  leis  an  teas. 

Am  fàsach  theith  Shinài, 
Bha  treubhaii  Israeli  'giuasad  sgith 

Fo  mhighean  a's  fo  chràdh; 
Air  sògh  na  h-Eiphit  cliuimhnich  iad, 

'S  a  sraitliean  torach,  buan, 
Ach  dhearmaid  iad  an  cor  san  robh, 

Fo  thàir  's  fo  dhimeas  cruaidh. 

An  ceannairc  dh'èirich  iad  gu  dan 

An  aghaidh  àithne  Dhè, 
'S  a  chùram  chuir  iad  an  neo-shuim, 

'S  le  'm  bilean  dh'aicheidh  e ; 
An'aghaidh  Mhaois  rinn  monbhor  mòr, 

A's  dhiiilt  iad  striochdadh  dha, 
A's  bhagair  fòs  gu'm  pilleadh  iad 

Do  thigh  na  daors'  gun  dàil. 

An  làthair  Dhè  shleuchd  Maois  a  sios> 

A's  dh'aslaich  cònihnadh  uaith'; 
"Ciod  ris  a'  phobull  so  ni  mi?" 

B'e  sud  a  ghlaodli  san  uair : 
"Do  ghràdh  's  do  chiiram  'tha  cho  fial 

Le  'm  bilean  dh'aicheidh  fòs, 
A's  ormsa,  t-òglach,  air  do  sgàth 

Rinn  tàir  a's  bagradh  mòr!" 

"Gu  dàna  imich/'  arsa  Dia, 

"'S  an  t-slat  thoir  leat  a'd'  làìmh; 

'S  air  muUach  Horeib  romhad  shuas 
Bidh  mise  dltith  's  an  am ; 
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There  smite  the  rock,  and  from  its  side 

A  limpid  stream  shall  flow, 
Which  shall,  to  this  rebellious  race, 

My  power  and  presence  show." 

The  prophet  rose,  he  onward  went, 

To  Horeb's  mount  he  came; 
And  bade  the  people  mark  the  might 

Of  Him  they  dared  to  blame: 
He  turned  him  round,  he  raised  his  rod — 

A  breathless  pause  ensued — 
While  pale  with  fear,  and  mute  with  awe, 

The  tribes  at  distance  viewed. 

He  struck  the  rock,  a  rushing  sound 

Of  water  met  the  ear; 
The  mountain  yawned,  and  forth  it  flowed, 

A  streamlet  cool  and  clear ; 
The  people  drank,  their  souls  revived. 

And  round  the  mountain's  base 
They  prayed  that  God  would  still  forgive 

His  Israel's  contrite  race. 

"That  Rock  was  Christ,"  the  Apostle  says, 

And  from  His  side  there  flows 
A  stream  which  cheers  the  thirsty  soul, 

And  life  and  health  bestows; 
Let  all  who  faint,  in  Him  their  hope, 

In  Him  their  safety  see, 
And  learn  that  to  each  longing  heart 

The  healing  fount  is  free. 

"That  Rock  was  Christ!"  Proclaim  the  news! 

Proclaim  it  far  and  wide ! 
His  grace  still  rolls  a  glorious  flood, 

A  never -failing  tide: 
And  as  it  rolls,  its  murmurs  deep 

This  sweet  assurance  give, 
That  all  without  a  price  may  drink 

And  all  who  drink  shall  live. 
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A'  charraig  buail,  a's  sruthaidli  'nuas 

Bho  taobh  an  t  uisg'  gu  luath, 
A  nochdas  dhoibhsan  tlia  cho  reasg' 

Mo  chumhaclid  mòr  'smo  bhuaidh." 

Am  fàidlie  dh'èirich,  a's  gu  grad 

Gu  Horeb  chaidh  e  suas, 
'S  dh'iarr  orra  sealltuinn  ris  an  Ti 

Air  an  d'rinn  iad  dimeas  cruaidh  : 
Thionndaidli  riutha  's  thog  an  t-slat — 

Tha  iad  'n  an  tosd  gacli  aon — 
Le  geilt  a's  ball-chritli  tha  gun  smid 

Na  treubhan  ud  faraon. 

A'  charraig  bhuail  as  chualas  fuaim 

An  uisg'  a  tighinn  gu  cas, 
An  sliabh  rinn  fosgladh  's  ruith  a  mach 

An  sruthan  fionnar,  bras; 
Am  pobull  dh'òl,  's  dh'ath-bheothaich  iad, 

'S  mu'n  cuairt  air  bonn  an  t-slèibh 
Tha'n  èigh  ri  Dia  gu  maith  gach  beud, 

A's  olc  a  rinn  iad  fèin. 

"B'i  charraig  Criosd,"  tha  Pol  ag  inns', 

'S  a  ruith  a  sios  bho  'thaobh 
Tha  sruth  a  chuireas  casg  air  ìot', 

'S  a  lèigh.seas  bho  gach  gaoid : 
'S  gach  neach  'tha  fann  le  dòchas  gann, 

Gheibh  tearmunn  ann  an  Criosd ; 
Oir  do  gach  cridhe  truagh  fo  thart 

Bidh  e  'na  thaic'  gu  sior. 

"B'i  'charraig  Criosd,"  's  e'n  sgeul'  tha  fior, 

A's  èigh  e  'm  fad  's  an  cian ! 
Mar  thuil  tha  'ghras  a  ghnath  a'  ruith 

Gu  pailt  air  feadh  gach  iail : 
'S  na  chùrsa  tha  e  cur  an  cèill 

Le  dearbhachd,  do  chloinn-daoin', 
Gun  luach  an  diol  gu'm  faod  iad  òl, 

'S  na  dh'òlas  gheibh  iad  saors'. 
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THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 

Oar  Father!     Such  the  tender  name, 
By  which  a  child  of  sin  and  shame 

To  Thee  for  mercy  sues: 
Than  earthly  father  far  more  dear, 
Thou  hear'st  our  prayer,  nor  dost  the  tear 

Of  penitence  refuse. 

From  highest  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place, 
Thou  mak'st  the  brightness  of  thy  face 

On  all  thy  saints  to  shine: 
Alike  the  evil  and  the  good 
Depend  for  life,  for  light,  for  food, 

On  the  behest  divine. 

Thy  name  be  hallowed!     Saints  above, 
And  holy  angels,  sing  the  love 

Which  God  to  man  displays: 
And,  oh!  shall  man  himself  be  found 
Remiss  to  echo  back  the  sound 

Of  gratitude  and  praise? 

Thy  kingdom  come.     From  east  to  west, 
From  north  to  south,  the  tidings  blest 

Of  thy  dominion  fly: 
May  Jew  and  Gentile  form  one  state 
Of  brotherhood  below,  and  wait 
Thy  glorious  reign  on  high. 

Thy  will  be  done.     In  weal  and  woe. 
When  thou  dost  strike  or  heal  the  blow, 

Let  man  submissive  bend: 
And  still  on  earth  with  true  delight 
Obey  thy  word,  as  angels  bright 

In  heaven  their  service  lend. 

Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread, 
Not  as  the  Hebrews,  who  were  fed 

With  angels'  food,  and  died: 
But  with  the  mortal  food  we  eat, 
Our  souls  be  with  immortal  meat 

To  endless  life  supplied. 
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URNriGH  AN  TIGHEARNA. 

Ar  n-Athair!     'So  an  t-ainm  tlia  caomh, 
Tre  'm  faod  do  leanabaibli  diblidh,  baoth 

An  acbuinge  cbur  suas: 
Ro  ionmbuinn  tba  tbu  gbnàtb  dbòibh  fèin, 
Os  ceann  gaol  parant'  tba  do  spèis, 

'S ran  eigh  gii'n  aom  do  cbluas. 

A  nèajnb  nan  nèamban,  t' ion  ad  tàimh, 
Ni  dealradb  glan  do  gbnùis  gach  am 

Tigbinn  air  do  sbkiagb  gu  lèir: 
Oir  fireanaibb  a's  aingidb  fòs, 
Uait  fèin  tba  'mealtuinn  beatba  's  Ion, 

Mar  cbi  tbu  orra  feum. 

T'  ainm  naomb'  biodb  beannaicbte  gii  sior, 
A's  seinneadb  airigie  's  naoimb  gun  sgios 

Mu  d'  gbràdb  do'n  cbinne-daonu' : 
A's  daoin'  am  faigbear  leisg  no  mall 
A  tbogail  suas  do  gblòir  gacb  am, 

Le  taiugealacbd  neo-cblaon? 

Do  riogbacbd-sa  sgaoileadb  n-ear  's  an  iar, 
'S  0  dbeas  gu  tuatb,  feadb  cbriocban  cian, 

Air  t'uacbdranacbd  biodb  sgeul : 
Biodb  ludbaicb  'sGeintilicb  'nan  aon, 
Am  bràitbreacbas  'san  ceangal  caoin, 

A'  feitbeamb  gairm  o  nèamb. 

Do  tboil  a  gbucatb  biodb  deant' ;  cò  dbiubb 
A  lotas  goirt  no  leigbseas  tu, 

Gu  b-umbal  gèilleadb  daoin' : 
Le  gean  a's  tlacbd  air  tbalamb  bbos 
Toirt  gèiU  do  t'fbocal  naomb  gun  cblos, 

Mar  ni  na  b-aiuglibb  naomb. 

Ar  n-aran  làitbeil  tboir  dbuinn  fdin, 
Oha'n  ami  mar  fbuair  do  sbluagb  o  cbèin, 

'S  a  bbàsaicb  iad  na  dbèigb : 
Cba  'n  ann  le  aran  talmbaidb  mbàin, 
Acb  aran  nèambaidb  nuas  o'n  àird, 

Ni  sultmbor  sinn  gacb  re. 
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Our  trespasses  forgive  us,  Lord, 
As  like  forgiveness  we  afford 

To  those  who  do  us  wrong: 
And  blest  be  he,  who  ill  requites 
With  good,  nor  dares  usurp  the  rights 

That  to  his  God  belong. 

Let  no  temptation.  Lord,  we  pray, 
Entice  our  wandering  steps  to  stray 

From  thine  all-righteous  laws: 
Be  pleased  to  send  thy  Spirit  down. 
Against  the  world  our  efforts  crown, 

Its  censure  or  applause. 

From  evil  of  whatever  kind, 
Whether  of  body  or  of  mind, 

In  mercy  set  us  free: 
And  oh !  enable  us  to  shun 
The  malice  of  the  evil  one, 

His  snares  aud  perfidy. 

For  Thou  hast  universal  sway, 
And  all  the  good  for  which  we  pray 

Hast  power  to  bestow; 
Let,  then,  thy  creatures'  love  proclaim 
The  eternal  glory  of  thy  name, 

Amen,  Lord.     Be  it  so. 


HABAKKUK'S  PRAYER. 

Lord,  I  have  heard  thy  mighty  speech,- 

It  wakened  all  my  fears; 
Revive,  O  Lord,  thy  work  revive 

In  these  eventful  years: 
Amidst  the  years  thy  love  make  known 

And  in  deserved  wrath 
With  beams  divine  let  mercy  shine 

On  thy  tempestuous  path. 


87 

Ar  fiachan  maitli  dliuinn  fèin,  a  Dhè, 
Mar  mhaithear  leinn  dhoibh  sud  gu  lèir 

'Rinn  eucoir  oirnn  no  beud : 
A's  beannacliadh  biodli  airsaii  'sratli 
An  èiric  nilc  a  dh'iocas  maith, 

Oir  diolaidh  Dia  e  fèin. 

Na  leig  le  buaireadh  'm  feasd,  a  Dhè, 
Ar  toirt  air  seachran  cian  uait  fèin, 

'S  bho  d'  lagh  ro  cheart  a's  naomh  : 
Do  Spiorad  beannaicht'  taom  a  nuas, 
A  neartaicheas  sinn  gu  toirt  buaidli 

Air  saoghal  truaillidli,  baoth, 

Bho  olc  's  0  laigse  do  gach  gnè, 
Mu^'s  ann  an  corp  no  'n  inntinn  e, 

An  tròcair  cuir  fa  sgaoil : 
'S  dean  sinne  comasacli,  le  d'  ghràs, 
Dol  as  0  rib  a's  eangach  bàis 

Ard-nàmh  a'  chinne-daonn'. 

Oir  agadsa  tha  neart  gach  re 

Air  son  gach  maith  tha  sinn  na  fheum, 

A  bhuileachadh  gu  sior : 
Gach  creutair  cuireadh  iad  an  cèill 
Do  chliti  's  do  ghlòir-sa  feadh  gach  re, 

A's  gu  mu  h-amhluidh  'bhios. 


URNUIGH  HABACUC. 

A  Thighearn,  chuala  mi  do  chainnt, 

'S  fo  uamhas  bha  mi  fèiu ; 
Ath-bheothaich  t'obair  le  do  ghràs 

A  nis  'am  là-sa,  Dhè : 
Do  ghràdh  am  measg  nam  bliadhnaidh  nochd, 

Ged  thoill  do  dhiomb  a's  t'fhuath, 
'An  tròcair  seall  oirnn,  trid  do  ghràis, 

A's  saor  o  chàs  'so  thruaigh, 
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From  Teman  came  the  Holy  One, 

From  Paran's  ancient  mount ; 
Earth  woke  her  harp-notes  to  his  praise, 

Heaven  did  his  fame  recount; 
Seraph  and  saint,  one  choir,  proclaimed 

H;3  majesty  sublime, — 
Eternity  the  song  began, 

'T  was  echoed  back  by  time. 

His  glory,  like  a  dazzling  robe, 

The  firmament  o'erspread; 
The  beams  of  his  resplendent  form 

Surpassing  lustre  shed; 
Pure  as  the  light,  his  brightness  was, 

When  storms  have  ceased  to  lower, 
Yet  these  were  but  his  secret  pomp, 

The  hiding  of  his  power. 

Before  him  pestilence  and  death 

On  stern  commission  went; 
Forth  from  beneath  his  radiant  steps 

The  burning  coals  were  sent; 
O  Grave!  thou  hadst  the  victory  then — 

The  bier  its  trophies  bore, — 
What  wrecks  the  tempest  wildly  strewed 

Upon  thy  gloomy  shore! 

He  stood  and  measured  out  the  earth — 

The  nations  in  their  pride. 
Like  chaff  before  the  wintry  wind 

He  scattered  far  and  wide: 
Then  the  perpetual  hills  did  bow 

In  reverence  and  in  praise, 
The  everlasting  mountains  fled — 

Eternal  are  his  ways! 

Children  of  Cushan,  saw  I  not 

Your  tents  in  sorrow  laid? 
Midian,  the  curtains  of  thy  land 

Deep  terrors  did  o'ershade; 
Nature,  thy  God  seemed  wroth  with  thee,- 

He  cleft  thy  streams  in  twain: 
And  hurled  the  anger  of  his  word 

Against  the  swelling  main. 
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Bho  Tlieman  thàinig  Dia  a  niias, 

'S  bho  Phàran  an  Ti  's  àird', 
An  talamh  dhtiisg  le  gean  a's  ceòl, 

'S  na  nèamhan  clmir  air  fàilt'; 
Na  naoimh  a's  single  cliuir  an  cèill 

A  chumliaclid  a's  a  cliliii, — 
A's  tiom  a's  siorruidheaclid  thog  an  ceòl 

Mu  mhòrachd  Righ  nan  dùl. 

Mar  fhalluing  dhealraich  sgaoil  e  'mach 

Na  nèamhan  àrd  an  cèin; 
Le'n  gaitliean  soluis  a'  toirt  bàrr 

Air  àgli  a'  chrninne-chè ; 
Co  fior-ghlan  ris  an  t-solus  mhòr, 

'S  an  speur  gun  neul,  gun  ghruaim, 
x\ch  iad  so  uile  bha  'cur  sgail' 

Air  làith'reaehd  Thriath  nan  sluagh. 

Roimh  'gbniiis  chaidb  bàs  a's  plàigh  a  mach 

Gu  'thoil  a  chur  an  cèill; 
A's  èibhlean  teine  mar  an  ceudn' 

Bho  cheumaibh  drilseach  fèin; 
A's  fhuair  an  uaigh  a'  bhuaidh  an  sin ; 

Oir  mòran  chaidh  gu  bàs, — 
'S  bn  honmhor  crannalach  a  sgap 

Na  tonnan  air  an  tràigh! 

An  talamh  thomhais  e  an  sin, 

'S  na  cinnich  ann  an  uaill, 
Sgap  se  iad  mar  mholl  air  falbh 

Le  gaoith  a'  gheamhraidh  fhuair : 
Na  slèibhtean  sìorruidh  chrom  a  sios, 

A's  umhlachd  thug  iad  dha, 
A's  theich  na  cniiic  bhithbhuan  air  falbh — 

A  shlighe  tha  gu  bràth ! 

A  threubhan  Chtisain,  chunnaic  mi 

'Ur  biithaibh  ann  am  bròn; 
Brat-sgàile  fearainn  Mhidian  fèin 

'Sann  chriothnaich  iadsan  fòs; 
An  Triath  bha  ann  corruich  riut, 

An  sruth  gu'n  d'  sgoilt  'n  a  dhà, 
'S  le  focal  'fheirge  phill  gu  grad 

An  tuil  air  ais  o'n  traigh. 
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Lord,  when  thou  didst  in  chariots  ride, 

And  on  thy  steeds  of  fire, 
The  mountains  saw  thee,  and  they  shrank, 

Appalled  before  thine  ire; 
The  ocean  uttered  forth  his  voice 

From  out  his  deep,  far  home, 
And  lifted  up  his  hands  on  high, 

Radiant  with  virgin  foam. 

The  sun  beside  his  burning  throne. 

The  moon  in  midnight's  bower, 
Stood  awe-struck  as  thine  arrows  flashed. 

All  terrible  in  power: 
Thou  didst  march  through  the  stricken  land, 

In  vengeance  how  severe! 
Yet  wast  thou  just  when  thou  didst  speak, 

And  when  thou  judgedst  clear. 

Like  as  a  whirlwind  had  they  come 

Against  thine  own  elect; 
The  haughty  foe  had  dared  assail 

The  men  thou  didst  protect; 
They  sought  thy  chosen  to  devour. 

But  thou  wast  nigh  to  save. 
And  didst  their  joy  to  sorrow  turn, — 

Their  triumph  to  the  grave. 

Amidst  the  conflict  and  the  storm. 

My  God,  I'll  rest  in  thee, 
When  thus  thy  judgments  are  abroad, 

Thy  footsteps  on  the  sea; 
The  lip  may  quiver  at  the  voice 

Of  thine  approaching  day, 
The  frail  heart  tremble  at  its  woes. 

But  thou  wilt  be  my  stay. 

Although  the  fig-tree  blossom  not. 

Nor  verdure  clothe  the  vine; 
Though  flock,  nor  herd,  nor  olive  crown 

The  stores  I  thought  were  mine; 
Yet  I  will  in  the  Lord  rejoice, — 

The  Lord,  my  strength  and  shield; 
The  God  whose  power,  in  sorrow's  hour, 

Doth  full  salvation  yield. 
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'N  uair  cliaidh  thu  mach  air  t'eachaibli  fèiu, 

'S  air  carbadan  na  slàint', 
Na  beanntan  chunnaic  's  leagh  mar  chèir 

Le  h-eagal  ann  ad  làthair ; 
An  fhairge  chuir  a  macli  a  gutii 

Bho'n  doimhne,  fad  air  falbh, 
'S  a  làmhan  tliog  a  suas  gii  h-àrd 

Le  gàirich  agus  toirm. 

A'  ghrian  gu'n  d'  sbeas  'n  a  dealradh  fèin, 

'S  a  ghealacli  san  dubh-thràth, — 
Sheas  iad  fo  gheilt  roimli  t'shaighdean  geur, 

Cho  treun  gu  lot  's  gu  cràdh : 
Roimh  'n  fhearann  thriall  thu  ann  am  feirg— 

Do  clieartas  tha  giin  Itib ! 
Oir  tha  thu  ceart  'n  uair  bbeir  thu  breith, 

A's  fior  'n  uair  labliras  tu. 

Mar  chuairt-gliaoith  tbàinig  iad  a  nìos 

Gii  sgrios  do  phobnill  fè'm; 
An  nàmhaid  borb  thug  oidhirp  ghrag 

Gu  dìtheachadh  do  threud; 
Dh'fheucli  iad  do  shluagh  a  shlugadh  suas, 

Ach  bha  thu  dlùth  san  uair, 
An  aoibhneas  thionndaidh  thu  gu  bròn, 

'S  au  caithream  fòs  do'n  uaigh. 

Am  measg  gach  trioblaid  agTis  teinn 

Mo  thearmiinn  thu  gacli  uair, 
'N  uair  tha  do  bhreitheanais  a  mach, 

'S  do  cheumaibh  anns  a'  cliuan ; 
An  t-aingidh  criothnaichidh  le  geilt 

Roimh  theachd  do  latha  fèin; 
An  cridhe  aumhunn  gèiUidh  sios, 

Acli  's  tusa  ghnàth  mo  stèidh. 

Ged  air  crann-fige  nach  tig  blàth, 

'S  air  fionan  nach  tig  fas; 
Ged  thrèigeas  buar  a's  greidh  gu  lèir, 

'S  gach  creutair  ged  thèid  bàs; 
Gidheadli  'san  Triath  bidli  mise  ait — 

'S  e  fein  mo  neart  's  mo  sgiath ; 
An  Ti,  gu  beachd,  an  la  na  h-airc' 

A  ni  dhomh  taic  a's  dion. 
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THE  BELIEVER  COMFORTED. 

The  greatest  blessings  lent  us  while  on  earth, 
We  by  their  loss  are  often  taught  their  worth; 
Thus  in  affliction,  health  is  chiefly  prized, 
The  dead  esteem'd,  who  living  were  despised; 
And  time,  most  precious  time,  recall'd  in  vain, 
While  godliness,  too  late,  is  counted  gain. 
Deluded  mortal,  flee  the  loaits  of  sense. 
Pursue  not  pleasure  at  your  soul's  expense; 
Think  on  the  shortness  of  the  present  state, 
For,  Oh!  what  folly,  to  be  wise  too  late! 
Hear,  for  thy  comfort,  poor  believing  soul, 
O'er  whom  the  waves  of  whelming  sorrovYS  roll; 
God  has  declar'd  thou  shalt  receive  no  ill, 
Without  His  knowledge,  or  against  His  will; 
And  when  afflictions  shall  his  saints  befall, 
Has  prorais'd  graciously  to  hear  their  call. 
O  then,  thrice  happy  soul!  assuage  thy  grief, 
He  will  at  all  times  be  thy  sure  relief ; 
Thy  God's  thy  glory  who  preserves  thy  ways, 
Strive  thou  to  live  as  well  as  speak  his  praise. 
Still,  for  thy  further  consolation  know. 
The  Lord  for  wisest  ends  appoints  thee  woe; 
To  wean  thee  from  the  world,  thy  patience  prove, 
To  show  thy  sonship  and  a  Father's  love. 
Will  life,  with  all  our  frail  enjoyments  here, 
But  as  a  shadow  or  a  dream  appear? 
Is  day  far  spent,  and  is  the  night  at  hand. 
Which  neither  youth  nor  riches  can  withstand? 
Now  is  the  accepted  time,  receive  the  grace, 
In  Scripture  offered  to  a  guilty  race. 
Do  what  thou  hast  to  do  with  all  thy  might. 
Lest  this  thy  day  should  close  in  endless  night. 
Seek  true  repentance  and  religion  prize. 
In  youth,  in  manhood,  and  in  age  be  wise. 
Let  not  the  Christian  under  grief  despair, 
But  every  pain  with  resignation  bear; 
For  through  afflictions  true  behevers  rise. 
To  realms  of  endless  day  beyond  the  skies. 
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COMHFHURTACHD  DO'N  CHRIOSDUIDH. 

Gacli  àgh  as  motha  tlia 'n  taobli  blios  do 'n  uaigh 

An  luach  cha  'n  fhios  duinn  gus  an  teich  iad  uainn, 

Mar  so  le  bròiteachd  's  fios  duinn  luach  na  slàint', 

'S  mairbh  fo'  dheadli  theisteas  'bha  ri'm  beò  fo  thàir  ; 

An  tiom  'cbaidh  seacli'  cha  tig  air  ais  gu  bràth, 

Cuir  luach  air  crabhadh  'n  uair  a  ni  dhuit  stath. 

A  chreutair  bhasmhoir  teich  o  shtigradh  baoth, 

'S  na  rach  an  cunnart  air  son  shòlas  faoin ; 

Cuimhnich  cho  goirid  's  a  tha  t'ùine  bhos, 

Gu  còmhlachadh  ri  Di  gu  tràth  dean  deas. 

Eisd,  a's  gabh  misneach,  anaim  dhiblidh,  bhochd, 

'S  na  cumadh  tonnan  buairidh  thu  fo  sprochd, 

Oir  esan  gheall  nach  tig  am  feasd  ort  fèin, 

Gun  taing  d'a  thoilsan,  truaighe,  bròn,  no  pèin : 

'S  'n  uair  thig  cruaidh-chàs,  no  èiginn,  air  a  naoimh 

Gheall  e  gu'n  eisd  r'an  gearan  a's  r'an  caoidh. 

A  mhuinntir  shaorte,  tiormaichibh  'ur  deòir, 

Oir  anns  gach  am  's  e  ièìn  'ur  slàint'  's  'ur  treòir : 

'S  e  Dia  'ur  glòir'  's  e  threòiricheas  'ur  ceum, 

'S  mar  iobairt  thaifcneach  thugaibh  dha  sibh  fèin, 

'S  a  chum  'ur  comhfhurtachd  biodh  fhiosaibh  fòs 

Gu'r  h-ann  g'ur  buannachd  tha  'ur  truaigh'  's  'ur  leòn , 

Gu'r  cur  an  diosg'  o  dhiomhanais  an  t-saoghail, 

'S  a  nochdadh  gràdh  'ur  n-Athar  dhuibh  faraon. 

Am  bheil  'ur  la  mar  sgail'  no  solas  gearr 

A'  ruith  air  falbh  's  nach  pill  air  ais  gu  bràth  ? 

An  la  tha  seach',  's  an  oidhche  tha  aig  làimh, 

A's  maoin  no  òig  cha  chum  air  ais  an  t-am. 

'Se  nis  an  t-àm  tha  tàitneach,  là  nan  gràs, 

'Tha  Dia,  na  Fhocal,  'tairgse  do  gach  àl. 

Gach  ni  as  ceart  duit  dean  le  t'  uile  neart 

Mu'n  tig  an  oidhche  dh'  fhàgas  truagh  thu'm  feasd. 

Gabh  aithreachas,  'sair  crabhadh  cuir  mòr  luach, 

'S  ri  t'òig'  's  ri  t'aois  gu'm  bi  e  dhuit  mar  dhuais. 

Ach  feuch,  a  chreidmhich,  nach  bi  thu  fo  bhròn, 

Gach  deuchainn  theinnteach  giiilain  mar  is  coir ; 

Oir  's  ann  trè  àmhgharan  a  thèid  sibh  suas 

A  mhealtuinn  comunn  sòlasach  an  Uain. 
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Then,  poor  beuighted  soul,  complain  no  more, 
But  what  thou  canst  not  understand,  adore. 
Is  pain  thy  lot?  presume  not  to  repine. 
For  thou  art  Christ's,  and  he  is  ever  thine. 
A  few  more  sorrowing  days,  weeks,  months  or  years, 
A  few  more  painful  struggles,  groans  and  tears, 
And  all  thy  conflicts.  Christian,  will  be  o'er, 
And  sin  and  grief  distress  thy  soul  no  more. 
Time  swiftly  flies,  improve  the  moments  lent, 
Prepare  for  death,  and  husband  each  event ; 
Think  not  to  trifle  with  the  Lord  most  high, 
Who  views  thine  actions  with  a  jealous  eye. 
Take  heed  of  sleeping  on  enchanted  ground, 
Dream  not  of  happiness  where  ills  abound ; 
But  know,  though  man  to  fancy  here  's  a  slave, 
'Tis  all  reality  beyond  the  grave! 
Are  light  and  darkness  necessary  here, 
■  Does  night  as  useful  as  the  day  appear  ? 
So  are  afflictions,  sickness,  pain,  and  woe. 
As  health  and  pleasure,  while  we  dwell  below. 
Then  cease  to  murmur,  poor  desponding  soul, 
O'er  whom  afflictions  on  afflictions  roll; 
Hence  learn  what  blessings  on  the  Christian  wait, 
Both  in  the  present  and  a  future  state ; 
Trust  in  the  Lord,  make  him  alone  your  stay, 
He'll  give  thee  strength  according  to  thy  day; 
Thy  sure  support  and  best  physician  prove, 
First  sanctify  afflictions,  then  remove. 
The  Lord's  his  God,  his  guardian,  guide,  and  friend, 
Mercy  and  goodness  on  his  steps  attend: 
Eternal  love  his  sun  and  shield  appears. 
In  every  danger  to  dispel  his  fears; 
His  beacon  prove  through  life's  tempestuous  sea, 
And  blissful  portion  in  eternity. 
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A  neacli  fo  tlmrsa,  tiormaich  suas  gach  deur, 

'Sa  ni  Dach  tuig  tliu  creid  gu  blieil  gu  t'  fheum. 

'Ni  pèin  do  clirannchur?  feucli  nacli  bi  fo  gliruaini, 

'S  le  losa  thusa,  's  leats'  e  fèin  gach  uair. 

An  dèigli  beagan  mhios',  a's  bhliadhnai'  bhos  fo  bliròii; 

A's  beagan  eile  dhenchainean  a's  dheòir, 

'N  sin  t-amhgharan,  a  Chriosduidh,  thig  gu  crich, 

A's  ciont'  no  truaigh'  clia  bhiiair  iad  tliu  gu  sior. 

Tha  tiom  a  ruitli  's  dean  feum  dhetli  chum  do  leas, 

'Sfa  chomhah'  bàis  a's  breitheanais  dean  deas; 

Air  lagh  lehòbha  feuch  nach  dean  thu  tàir, 

A  shiiil  ro  eudmhor  tha  ort  fdin  do  ghnath. 

Na  tuiteadh  cadal  ort  an  tir  do  nàmh, 

'S  air  àgh  na  bruadair  far  bheil  uilc  a's  cràdh  ; 

Biodh  fhiosad  fòs  am  measg  gach  sgleò  a's  uaill 

Gu  bheil  gach  ni  da-rireadh  an  taoiDh  thall  do'n  uaigli. 

'Bheil  duibhr  a's  solus  iomchuidh  dhuinn  a  bhos? 

Ri  la  tha  'n  oidhch'  cho  feumail  dhuinn  gu  clos ; 

Mar  sin  tha  tinneas,  iarguin  agus  pèin, 

Cho  iomchuidh  dhuinn  ri  slàinte  bhos  fo'n  ghrèin. 

Ni's  mo  na  bi  ri  monbhor,  anaim  bhochd, 

Tha  'giùlan  àmhghair,  cràidh,  a's  iomadh  lot, 

Nis  faic  na  beannachdan  a's  leat  gu  beachd, 

Araon  'san  am  so  'sanns  an  am  ri  teachd; 

Earb  thus'  à  Dia,  's  do  dhòchas  na  biodh  meat', 

A  reir  do  latha  tha  e  'gealltuinn  neart : 

'S  e  fèin  do  lighiche,  'sdo  thaice  threun, 

A  lèighseas  t'euslaintean  'sdo  chreuchdan  breun. 

'S  e  'n  Tighearn  Dia  t'fhear-itiil,  's  do  charaid  fòs, 

Tròcair  a's  maitheanas  thèid  leat  ri  d'  bheò  : 

A  ghràdh  'tha  siorruidh  's  e  do  ghrian  's  do  sgiath, 

'S  a  t'uile  theanndachd  fuadaichidh  e  t'fhiamh; 

Mar  sholus  soillseach  biclh  do  d'  cheum  gach  uair, 

'S  do  chuibhrionn  aoibhneach  e  san  t-siorr'achd  bhuan. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  HOHENLINDEN.* 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low, 
All  bloodless  lay  the  untrodden  snow; 
And  dark  as  whiter  was  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

But  Linden  show'd  another  sight, 
When  the  drum  beat  at  dead  of  night. 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darkness  of  her  scenery.  _ 

By  torch  and  trumpet-sound  array' d, 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle-blade. 
And  furious  each  charger  neigh'd. 
To  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Then  shook  the  hills,  with  thunder  riven; 
Then  riish'd  the  steed  to  battle  driven; 
And,  volleying  like  the  bolts  of  heaven, 
Far  flash'd  the  red  artillery. 

But  redder  still  these  fires  shall  glow, 
On  Linden's  hills  of  purpled  snow; 
And  bloodier  still  shall  be  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolhng  rapidly, 

'Tis  morn;  but  scarce  you  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war-cloud  rolling  dun. 
Where  furious  Frank  and  fiery  Hun 

Shout  'mid  their  sulphurous  canopy. 

The  combat  deepens:  On,  ye  brave! 
Who  rush  to  glory  or  the  grave! 
Wave,  Munich!  all  thy  banners  wave! 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry ! 

Few,  few  shall  part  where  many  meet! 
The  snow  shall  be  their  winding-sheet, 
And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre! 

*  It  was  near  Hohenlinden,  a  village  of  Bavaria,  on  the  3rd  of 
December,  1800,  that  one  of  the  greatest  battles  ever  fought  took 
place,  between  the  French  and  Bavarian  army  on  the  one  side, 
and  the  Auslrians  on  the  other.    The  former,  under  the  general- 


97 

BLAE  HOHENLINNDINN. 

Air  Linndinn  'n  uair  a  luidh  a'  glirian, 
Bha  'n  t-òg-shneachd  geal  gun  f liuil  air  sliabh ; 
'S  gu  dorcha,  ceò-reoteacli,  gu'n  d'  thriall 
Sruth  losair  'sios  gu  cabliagach. 

Ach  chunnaig  Linndinn  sealladh  nuadh, — 
Air  meadhon  oidhcli'  thog  druma  fuaim, 
'Toirt  òrdugh  teinntean  bais  cliur  suas 
A  lasadh  luatli  'na  h-achannaibh. 

Le  solus  lias  's  gàir  tliromb  'na  chluais, 
Gach  marcaich'  spion  a  lann  à  traaill, 
'S  b'  àrd  sitricli  steud  'n  an  leum  'dol  suas, 
'N  uair  'cbualas  fuaim  na  sabaide. 

Gu'n  d'  cbritli  na  cnuic  gu'm  bonn  le  spàirn ; 
Air  mliire  ruitli  gach  each  gu  h-àr, 
'S  mar  thorruinn  speur  a's  èitidh  ran 
Gu'n  cluinnte  pràis  ri  langanaich. 

Ach  's  braise  'lasas  teinntean  buan 
Air  slèibhtibh  Linndinn  's  deirge  snuadh, 
'S  le  gaorr  nan  àr,  gu  fuileach,  ruadh 
Sruth  losair  giuaisidh  cabhagach. 

'S  e  'n  la  e;  's  cha  nochd  grian  an  àigli 

Ach  gann  a  gnùis  troi'  chiar-cheò  'bhàis, 

'S  am  Frangach  bras  's  an  t-Ungach  dan' 

Fo  'sgàil  ri  gàir  le  dannarachd. 

Tha  'n  cath  'fas  fuileach :  sios  gach  treun, 
A's  coisinn  buaidh,  no  gluais  gu  h-eug ! 
A  Mhuinich  sgaoil  ri  crann  gach  brèid ! 

'S  greas  ort  gu  streup  le  d'  ghaiseai'achd! 

Cha  till  o'n  chòmhail  mòran  slàn, 
Do'n  chorr  ni'n  sneachda  lèine-bhàis, 
'S  gach  fòid  de'n  f honn  a  ta  fo'n  sail 

Mar  uaigh  do  shàr  gu'n  treachailear. 

sliip  of  Moreau,  gained  a  complete  rictory  over  the  latter,  under 
Archduke  John.  Besides  killed  and  wounded,  the  Austrians  lost 
J  0,000  prisoners,  and  100  pieces  of  canon^ 
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VERSES  TO  MR.  E.  LLHUYD  * 

When  first  from  Spain  the  grey  Gael  hither  came, 
With  the  Milesian  race,  a  dauntless  stock; 
Their  hardy  blades  were  not  in  tales  more  famed 
Than  were  their  lays  and  lore,  through  every  land. 
Once  this  fair  seed  had  spread  out  far  and  near, 
Then  honour  meet  and  due  the  Gaelic  gained : 
That  copious,  tasteful,  sweet,  expressive  tongue, — 
That  polished,  sounding,  smooth,  well-ordered  speech. 

*  When  Mr.  Llhuyd  published  his  "  Archeeologia  Britannia," 
in  1704,  so  pleased  were  the  Highlanders  with  the  interest  with 
which  he  invested  their  language,  that  many  of  them  addressed 
complimentary  verses  to  him,  expressive  of  their  appreciation  of 
his  work.  In  1707  a  second  edition  was  issued,  wherein  some 
of  these  verses  were  given.  The  above  is  a  translation,  by  the 
late  Rev.  T.  Pattison,  of  what  Mr  John  Maclean,  minister  of 
the  parish  of  Killninian,  Island  of  Mull  composed  on  that  occa- 
sion. The  verses  are  interesting  as  showing  the  enthusiasm  of  a 
Highland  clergyman  on  seeing  his  language  duly  honoured  by 
such  an  eminent  man  as  Mr  Llhuyd  was.  The  following  pieces, 
although  not  so  lengthy,  show  that  Mr  Maclean  was  not  the  only 
Highlander  who  complimented  Mr.  Llhuyd  : — 

Bho  Raibeart  Caimbeul,  Fear  Faraiste  (Sgireachd)  JMhic- 
Chailein,  an  Còmhal,  do'n  uasal  òirdheirc,  Maighstir  Edward 
Lhuid,  Fear-coimhead  Tigh-nan-seud  'an  Oil-thigh  Ath-an- 
daimh  an  Sasunn,  Ughdar  an  Fhoclair  Ghaoidheilg,  Fàilte ! 

Ceillfair  soc  is  cantair  ceùl 
An  rioghachd  Eirinn  gach  aon  lò; 
'S  cuirear  adhbha  ciùil  faoi  ghleus 
An  criochaibh  aoibhin  na  h-Albann. 

An  t-aobhar  fa'n  deiream  sud, 
Cànamhuin  òirdheirc  nan  tìr  ud, 
Air  bhi  dhi  o  shean  am  bruid 
A  sgaoileadh  a  nis  o  'cuibhreach. 

Le  cainnt  a  dhruidear  gach  sith, 
Bheirear  aoradh  do'n  Ard-righ  ; 
Neach,  d'a  f  heabhas,  's  fanu  a  chor, 
'S  cànanmhuin  a  bhi  d'a  easbhuidh. 

Do  bhrosnuich  sud  Maighstir  Leòd 
Am  briathran  oileanta  deas-ghlòir, 
Freumh  do'n  aiteal  chruadhach  ghrinn, 
Do  shiol  buadhach  nam  breithneach. 
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RANNAN  DO  MHAIGHSTIR  E.  LUID. 

Air  teachd  o'n  Spàiun  do  shliochd  a'  Ghàidheìl  ghlais, 
'S  do  shliochd  nam  Milidh,  'n  fhine  nach  bu  tais  ; 
Bu  rahòr  an  sgleò  's  gach  fòd  air  cruas  an  lann, 
Air  fil'eacbd  fòs  's  air  fòghlum  nach  bu  ghann. 
'N  uair  dh'f  has  am  pòr  ud  mòr  a  bhos  a's  thall 
Bha  meas  a's  pris  de'n  Ghàilig  anns  gach  ball — 
An  Teanga  lionmhor,  bhrighmhor,  bhlasda,  bhinn, 
'S  a'  Chànain  thartrach,  liobhta,  ghasda,  ghrinn. 


Oid'  an  iuil  an  sàs  na  f  hil'eachd, 
An  ard  stuidear  na  sgoileachd, 
'Ta  chaidre  tuinnidh  a's  taimh 
Aig  Ath-an-daimh  an  Sasunn. 

Sgàile  mòrachd  's  air  treun  ghniomh 
An  droing  'chuir  Eirinn  fo  thròm  chìs, 
Aon  do'n  chinneadh  cheud-chathach  ud 
'G  a  togail  a  nis  gu  mòr-chliù. 

An  gniomh  do  roghnuich  am  mac  ud 
Teisteas  air  meud  a  mheamna, 
Dh'fhàg  maireanta  buan  a  bhladh 
AUoill  am  flaitheas  Ghàidheal. 

Nior  thaisteil  talamh  do'm  fhios 
Ughdar  coimeaste  ris : 
Saoi  do  bheothaich  air  ais 
Oghuim  ceir  na  Gàilig. 

Tiomnadh  sgriobhte  dha  mar  dhuais 
A  chaoidh  gu'm  bi  alladh  a'  fas, 
Eigneachd  a  cheille  le'n  chnuas 
Gu  la  Luan  an  deigh  a  bhàis. 

Bho  Sheumas  Mac-Mhuir',  Sagart  Chill- Dalltan,  'an  He. 

'S  e  do  bheatha,  'Fhoclair  chaoimh, 
Do  chi'iochaibh  ard  Chlanna  Gaidheal ; 

Gu  innis  fòs  nan  Còig-Còigeamh 
'S  i  do  bheatha  g'an  uibhir. 

Gheibh  thu  f  àilt'  an  criochaibh  Ghaidheal, 

'S  i  do  bheatha  'n  Inuse-gall ; 
Ni  gach  Triath  riutsa  comunn, 

Gheibh  thu  moladh  an  Eirinn  thall. 

Do  dhùisgeadh  riut  as  an  uaigh 
A'  chanain  chru9,idh  a  bha  fo  smal ; 
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In  regal  courts  a  thousand  years  and  more 
It  reigned,  ere  raised  its  head  the  dark  Gall's  tonga«  ; 
Then  bard,  and  lyrist,  prophet,  leech,  and  sage, 
All  trace  and  record  of  achievement  brave, 
Since  first  Gathelus  left  the  Egyptian  strand, 
Wrote  down  in  Gaelic  with  effective  pen. 
Thus  long  the  clergy  glory  won  and  fame, 
And  thus  with  native  accents  pra-ised  their  God. 
Thus  Patrick  spoke,  in  kingly  Innisfail, 
And  sainted,  mild  Columba  thus  in  le. 
The  polished  French,  from  whom  all  people  learn, 
Their  own  first  rudiments  of  learning  got 
In  that  fair  Isle  of  penitential  tears: 
There  spoke  the  nurse  of  every  tribe  and  tongue; 
For  Gaelic  then  was  not  the  guiding  star 
Of  Gaelic  youth,  more  than  of  Galldic  too. 
Now  is  it  circumscribed, — woe !  Avoe !  and  well-a-day  I 
Few  love  it  now. — Alas !  the  weary  change, — 
Oh !  the  decline, — its  authors  all  forgot, 
Heroes  who  lisped  it  first,  then  cherished  it. 
But  courtiers  sold  it  for  a  poor  exchange — 
A  modern  tongue, — a  tongue  of  yesterday ; 
Thus,  with  contempt,  deserting  ft'om  their  own. 

Great  fame,  great  praise,  great  thanks  to  noble  Llhuyd. 
Who  has  revived  it  from  the  grave  again. 
All  from  the  versatile,  fierce  Gael  derived, 
Each  tribe  in  whom  their  language  still  inheres, — 
All  men, — the  increase  of  the  Scottish  root, — 
Should  now  requite  thee  with  a  due  reward, — 
Down  from  the  Queen  at  present  on  the  throne, 
Even  to  the  wandering,  houseless  poor  this  night. 
Back  from  a  hundred  generations  come 
The  memory  of  their  exploits — retained 
In  this  most  worthy  language — slighted  now 


Teanga  bha  clan  fo  gheasaibh 
Do  chuireadh  leat  an  clo  re  seal. 

Tuigseach,  saibhii'  do  theagasg, 
Soilleir^  tarbhach,  sèimh  do  ghlòir  ; 

Lìonmhor,  brighmhor  do  shean-fhocail, 
Sgiamhaeh,  taitneach,  ciallach,  mòr. 

Thoir  mo  bheannachd  gu  Maighstir  Liatb, 
A  dhùisg  le  buaidh  Foclair  fial : 

Bheir  gach  Gàidheal  dhuitse  beannachd,, 
Is  e  leatsa  thar  na  dh'àirmhear^ 
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An  cùirt  nan  Rìgh,  re  mile  bliadhn'  a's  treall, 
Gu'n  robh  i  'n  tùs  mu'n  d'  thog  cainnt  Dhù'ghall  ceann. 
Gach  fili  's  bard,  gach  leigh,  aosdan'  a's  draoi, 
Gach  seanachaidh  fòs,  gach  eoladhain  shaor  a's  saoi 
Gu'n  tug  Gathelus  leis  o'n  Eiph't  a  nail, 
'S  an  Gàilig  sgrìobh  iad  sud  le  gniomh  am  peann. 
Na  diadhaireau  mòr,  bu  chllù  's  bu  ghlòir  do'n  Chleir, 
B'  ann  leath',  gu  tarbhach,  'labhair  iad  briathra  Dhe. 
B'i  labhair  Pàdruìg  'n  Innisfàil  nan  righ, 
'S  am  Faidhe  naomh  sin,  Calum  caonih  'an  I. 
Na  Frangaich  liobhta  lean  gach  tir  am  beus, 
O  I  nan  Deòraidh  ghabh  am  fùghlum  freumh. 
B'i  b'oide-mùinte  luchd  gach  dùthch'  a's  teang'; 
Ghuir  Gaill  a's  Dubh-ghaill  chum  an  iùil  so  'n  clann. 
Nis  dh'fhalbh  i  uainn  gu  tur,  ma  thruaigh  !  's  mo  chreach! 
'S  tearc  luchd  a  gaoil, — b'  e  sud  an  saogh'l  fa  seach! 
Thuit  i  's  an  tur  m'araon  r'a  h-iighd'raibh  fein, 
'S  na  flaith'  'm  bu  dùth'  i  ghabh  d'a  còmhdach  sp^s. 
Reic  iad  's  a'  chuirt  i  air  cainnt  ùr  o  'n  de, 
A's  threig  le  tàir,  's  bu  nàr  leo  'n  canain  fein. 

Air  sar  O  Liath  biodh  agh,  a's  cuimhn',  a's  buaidh, 
A  rinn  gu  h-ùr  a  dùsgadh  as  a  h-uaigh. 
Gach  neach  'tha  fhreumh  o'n  Ghàidheal  ghleusda  gharg, 
'S  gach  droing  d'an  dùth  a'  chànain  ud  mar  chainnt — 
Gach  aon  a  chinn  air  treubh  's  air  hnn  a'  Scuit 
An  duals  is  fhiach  thu  's  coir  gun  ioc  iad  dhuit. 
O  'n  Bhanrighinn  air  am  bheil  an  tras  an  crùn,* 
Gu  ruig  am  bochd  's  an  ait'  an  nochd  an  dun, 
Bha  ^n  ainm  's  an  fiuchd,  o  linn  nan  ceudan  àl, 
Tre  mheath  na  Gàilig  'dol  a  ctiimhne  chàich : 

*  Banrighinn  Anna. 


Bho  Aindrea  Mac'illeathain,  Fear-a'-Chnuie^  an  Tirithe,  mac 
Easbuig  Earraghaidheal. 

Ordheirc  an  gniomh,  saor  bhur  còmhlan, 

Cliù  do  fhòghlum  beiridh  uain; 
Ti  do  chuir  do  na  thuit  o'r  sinnsreibh 

Cus  do  sgeimh  bhur  linn  am  fuaim. 

Molamaid  Mac-Liath  'na  sheanachas, 
Uchd-mhacachd  do  leanmhuinn  oirnn, 

Bràithreachas  Gàidheil  fear  Shasuinn, 
Thoirt  'n  ar  cuimhne  ceart  na  lorg. 
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Their  deeds  of  fame,  yet  distant  lands  can  learn  ; 
-A  lid  one  to  other  say,  "A  Gaelic  race  hath  been." 

But,  better  still,  with  polished  rhetoric, 
We  can  express,  with  might,  the  truth  of  God. 
Who  knows  but  He  who  Aholiab  erst, 
And  Bezaleel  taught  to  build  the  ark, 
Hath  moved  thee  and  inspired  thee  now,  O  Llhuyd  ! 
To  do  thy  work  with  energy  and  art ; 
And  make  His  own  great  name  adored  and  praised, 
In  every  region  by  the  Gael  possessed. 
•So  neither  let,  nor  distant  be  the  day, 
When  shall  thy  name  in  every  heart  be  writ, 
And  every  memory,  in  lettered  gold. 
And,  now,  a  blessing,  and  adieu  from  me, — 
From  heart,  and  hand,  and  tongue  attend  on  thee. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  SANCTUARY.* 

Bleak  was  the  winter  Sabbath  morn, 

And  dreary  was  the  sky, 
When  the  persecuted  left  their  caves 

To  worship  the  Most  High ; 
An  unfrequented  mountain-gorge 

Received  the  trembling  flock, 
Their  canopy  was  mist  and  cloud, 

Their  altar  was  the  rock. 

The  eagle  o'er  their  sanctuary 

Majestically  soared. 
And  scream'd  discordant  while  the  crowd 
Most  rev'rently  adored; 


*  The  venerable  John  Blackadder,  describes  one  of  the  open  - 
8ir  communions  held  in  1677,  as  follows : — "  We  entered  on  the 
holy  ordinance,  committing  it  and  ourselves  to  the  invisible  pro- 
tection of  the  Lord  of  hosts,  in  whose  name  we  were  met  together. 
Our  trust  was  in  the  arm  of  Jehovah,  which  was  better  than 
weapons  of  war,  or  the  strength  of  hills.  There  was  a  solemnity 
in  the  place  befitting  the  occasion,  and  elevating  the  whole  soul 
to  a  pure  and  holy  frame.  The  communion  tables  were  spread 
on  the  green  by  the  water,  and  round  them  the  people  had 
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Nis  cliù  an  gnìomh  chluinn  crìochan  fada  thall, 
'S  their  iad  le  chèil',  "  Bha  Gàidheil  aon  uair  aim." 

'S  ni  's  fearr,  a  shaoi,  bidh  briatliran  liobht'  'n  ar  beul, 
Làn  seadh  a's  brigh  le'n  nochdar  firinn  Dhe. 
Cia  fios  an  Ti  chuir  'n  Aholiab  tùr* 
'S  am  Besaleel,  a  thogail  àrois  ùir, 
Nach  e  so  fein  a  ghluais  O  Luid  's  a  ghleus 
Gu  'shaothair  thoirt  gu  buil  le  'thuigse  gheir, 
Bhrigh  bhi  'na  run  'ainm  dheanarah  cliùiteach,  mòr 
Air  feadh  nan  crioch  's  an  d'  fhuair  na  Gàidheil  coir  ? 
Gu'm  b'  amhluidh  bhios, — 's  gach  neach  a  chi  an  15 
Biodh  t'ainmsa  sgriobht'  'n  a  chridli'  'an  litir'ean  òir, 
Agus  'na  chuimhn' — a's  gheibh  thu  choidhch'  nam  fein, 
Beannachd  a's  failt'  le  m'  chrìdh',  le  m'  làimh.  's  le  m'  bheul  ! 

*  Ecsodus,  xxxi.  2.—  (J. 


lONAD-NAOMHA  NAM  BEANN. 

Air  maduinn  Dhòmhnuich  ùcllaidh,  fhuar, 

'Sbu  ghmamach  dorch'  an  speur, 
Bho  'n  uamhaibh  còsach  ghluais  an  sluagh 

Gu  h-aoradh  naomha  Dhe; 
'An  lagan  uaigneach  fad'  o  chàch 

An  trend  tha  cruinn  le  chdil', 
Na  neòil  's  an  ceo  chuir  orra  sgàil', 

B'i  chreag  an  altair  fein. 

Os  ceann  an  ionaid  naomha  bhig 

Am  Fir-eun  dhirich  suas 
Le  sgriachail  sheirbh  'rinn  toirm  ro  gharg 

'N  uair  shleuchd  a  sios  an  sluasfh ; 


arranged  themselves  in  decent  order.  We  desired  not  the 
countenance  of  earthly  kings;  there  was  a  spiritual  and  divine 
majesty  shining  on  the  work,  and  sensible  evidence  that  the  great 
Master  of  assemblies  was  present  in  the  midst.  It  was  indeed 
the  doing  of  the  Lord,  who  covered  us  a  table  in  the  wilderness 
in  presence  of  our  foes,  and  reared  a  pillar  of  glory  between  us 
and  the  enemy,  like  the  fiery  cloud  of  old  that  separated  between 
the  camp  of  Israel  and  the  Egyptians — encouraging  to  the  one, 
but  dark  and  terrible  to  the  other.  " 
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The  chilling  wind  moan'd  fitfully- 
Through  groves  of  stunted  pine, 

And  the  torrent  rush'd  and  thunder'd 
Through  the  desolate  ravine. 

And  from  that  lonely  rugged  spot 

Ascended,  rich  and  rare. 
The  incense  of  the  contrite  heart — 

The  sacrifice  of  prayer; 
And  angels  from  the  heights  of  heaven 

Did  look  complacent  down, 
On  the  honour'd  heads  that  soon  should  wear 

The  martyr's  glorious  crown. 

And  grey-hair' d  sires  forgot  their  griefs, 

And  all  their  wrongs  forgave, 
When  they  heard  of  Him  whose  powers  burst 

The  barriers  of  the  grave; 
And  widows,  poor  and  desolate. 

And  homeless  orphans,  pray'd 
For  pardon  from  the  throne  on  high 

On  their  oppressor's  head. 

And  matrons  haggard,  pale  and  wan. 

With  babes  upon  their  breast, 
Expell'd  from  husband,  hearth,  and  home, 

Gaunt,  destitute,  oppress'd; 
Exulted  in  their  sufferings — 

Nay,  smiled  at  torture — death ; — 
And  gazed  on  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 

With  the  eagle-eye  of  faith! 

And  woe-worm  groups  in  manhood's  prime, 

By  tyranny  harass'd. 
Whose  tatter'd  garments,  matted  hair, 

Stream' d  on  the  wintry  blast. 
Attuned  their  voices  solemnly 

To  a  high  and  holy  theme; 
And  the  strains  of  Zion  blended 

With  the  roaring  of  the  stream ! 

The  ruthless  conqueror  may  climb 
The  slippery  steep  of  fame; 
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Bha  fuaim  na  gaoithe  fuaire  nis 
R'a  cluinntinu  feadh  nan  craobh, 

'S  bha  toirm  an  t-sruth,  o  chreig  gu  creig^ 
K'a  chlaiiintinn  air  a'  ghaoith. 

Ach  as  an  ionad  ùdlaidh  ud 

Chaidli  iobairt  chtibliraidh  suas 
Bho  chridhe  briste,  bruite,  goirt 

Nan  deòraidli  bochda,  trnagh ; 
Bho  nèamh  bha  ainglean  'sealltuinn  'nuaa 

Le  tlachd,  san  uair  ud  fdin, 
Air  cinn  na  muinntir  bha  gun  dàil 

R'  an  crùnadh  'n  làthair  Dhè. 

Na  seann-daoin  dhichuimhnich  am  bròn, 

A's  mhaith  gach  eucoir  chlaon, 
'N  uair  chual'  mu  ghràdh  an  Ti  a  chuir 

An  ceanglaichibh  fa  sgaoil ; 
Na  banntrich'  ònrachdanach  bliochd, 

'S  na  dileachdain  gun  treòir, 
Ghuidh  air  son  maitheanas  o  Dhia 

Do  luchd  na  h-eucoir  mhòir. 

Na  mnathan  glas-neulach,  lag,  fann, 

Le  'n  leanaban  air  an  cich, 
Bho  'm  fearaibh  pòsda  a's  o'n  clann 

Bh'  air  fògradh  feadh  na  tìr'; 
'N  an  trioblaid  bha  ri  gàirdeachas, 

'An  neo-shuim  chuir  an  cràdh, 
'S  ri  Grian  an  àigh  gu'n  d'  sheall  iad  suas 

Le  creidimh  a's  le  gràdh. 

Bha  iomad  òglach  dubhach,  sgith, 

A's  claoidht'  le  fòirneart  cruaidh, 
Le  'n  èideadh  luideach,  toUtach,  sean, 

'Sgu  peallach,  dubh  an  gruag; 
Le  cridhe  brtiite  sheinn  le  gean 

Mu  chliti  an  Ti  a's  àird; 
A's  òrain  Shion  mheasg  le  toirm 

An  t-sruth  a'  ruith  gu  tràigh. 

A's  fear  na  h-uaiF  ged  gheibh  a  suas 
Ro  àrd  'am  beachd  an  t-sluaigh^ 


106 

And  venal  pens,  corroding  brass, 

Immortalize  his  name; 
But  unfading  wreaths,  celestial  palms. 

And  crowns,  are  their  reward 
Who  braved  the  despot  when  the  sword 

Of  tyranny  was  bared ! 


PSALM    CXLVIIL 

Begin,  my  soul,  the  exalted  lay, 
Let  each  enraptur'd  thought  obey, 

And  praise  th'  Almighty's  name. 
Lo!  heaven  and  earth,  and  seas  and  skies, 
In  one  melodious  concert  rise. 

To  swell  the  inspiring  theme. 

Ye  fields  of  light,  celestial  plains. 
Where  gay  transporting  beauty  reigns, 

Ye  scenes  divinely  fair: 
Your  Maker's  wond'rous  power  proclaim, 
Tell  how  he  form'd  your  shining  frame, 

And  breath'd  the  fluid  air. 

Ye  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  sound, 
While  all  the  adoring  thrones  around 

His  boundless  mercy  sing; 
Let  ev'ry  list'ning  saint  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  soul  of  love. 

And  touch  the  sweetest  string. 

Join,  ye  loud  spheres,  the  vocal  choir; 
Thou,  dazzling  orb  of  liquid  fire, 

The  mighty  chorus  aid: 
Soon  as  grey  ev'ning  shades  the  plain, 
Thou,  moon,  protract  the  melting  strain, 

And  praise  him  in  the  shade. 

Thou,  heav'n  of  heavens,  his  vast  abode; 
Ye  clouds  proclaim  your  forming  God, 
Who  call'd  yon  worlds  from  night; 
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'S  ged  ni  luchd-sodail  mar  a's  àill 

Gu  'chuimhne  chumail  suas; 
Tha  palmaibh  nèamhaidh,  's  crìin  nach  searg 

Air  a  thasgaidh  shuas  gu  li-àrd, 
Do'n  dream  nacli  gèììì  do  luclid  am  fuath, 

'N  uair  bhagras  iad  am  bàs. 


SALM  CXLVIIL 

0 !  m'  an  am,  tog  am  fonn  gu  rèidh, 
'S  do  smuaintean  uile  thugadh  gèill, 

A's  seinneadh  cliù  do'n  Triath. 
Feucli!  nèamli  a's  talamh,  muir  a's  speur, 
Tha  'togail  suas  an  guth  le  chèil', 
A'  seinn  do  chliii  gach  ial. 

A  speuran  àiUidli  's  dearsaich'  fiamh, 
Le  'r  n-uile  mliaise,  dhreach  a's  sgiamli, 

Thar  iomraidh  agus  smaoin  : 
Air  neart  a'  Chruithfhir  'deanamh  sgèil, 
Innsibh  mar  las  e  suas  an  speur, 

'S  a  shèid  e  'n  t-àileadh  caomh. 

Le  caithream  togadh  aingie  'm  fonn, 
'S  gach  ni  tha  os  ar  cionn  's  fo  'r  bonn, 

Mu  'ghràdh  a  tha  gu  bràth  ; 
Na  naoimli  'tha  'u  sonas  siorruidh  shuas, 
Deanadh  iad  luaidh  air  gràdh  bith-bhuan, 

A'  seinn  le  laoidhibh  dha. 

A  reultan,  'tha  san  iarmailt  shuas, 

'S  a  ghrian  'tha  'g  òradh  bheann  a's  chruach, 

'Nis  cuidicheadh  am  fonn : 
Air  magh,  'nuair  dh'aomas  an  dubh-thràth, 
A'  ghealach  togadh  suas  gun  dail 

A  chliti  le  guth  neo-thròm. 

A  nèamh  nan  nèamhan  togaibh  suas 

Cliii  a's  glòir  do  Thriath  nan  sluagh 

A  rinn  an  cruinneadh  cè ; 
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"Ye  shades,  dispel!" — the  Eternal  said: 
At  once  the  involving  darkness  fled, 
And  nature  sprung  to  light. 

Whate'er  a  blooming  world  contains, 
That  wings  the  air,  that  skims  the  plains,    . 

United  praise  bestow; 
Ye  dragons,  bound  his  awful  name 
To  heav'n  aloud;  and  roar  acclaim, 

Ye  swelling  deeps  below. 

Let  every  element  rejoice: 

Ye  thunders,  burst  with  awful  voice 

To  Him  who  bids  3^ou  roll; 
His  praise  in  softer  notes  declare. 
Each  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 

Aud  breathe  it  to  the  soul. 

To  him,  ye  graceful  cedars,  bow; 
Ye  tow'ring  mountains,  bending  low, 

Your  great  Creator  own; 
Tell,  when  affrighted  nature  shook. 
How  Sinai  kindled  at  his  look, 

And  trembled  at  his  frown. 

Ye  flocks  that  haunt  the  humble  vale, 
Ye  insects  flutt'ring  on  the  gale, 

In  mutual  concourse  rise; 
Crop  the  gay  rose's  vermil  bloom, 
And  waft  its  spoils,  a  sweet  perfume. 

In  incense  to  the  skies. 

Wake,  all  ye  mounting  tribes,  and  sing; 
Ye  plumy  warblers  of  the  spring. 

Harmonious  anthems  raise 
To  Him  who  shap'd  your  finer  mould, 
Who  tipp'd  your  glittering  wings  with  gold. 

And  tun'd  your  voice  to  praise. 

Let  man,  by  nobler  passions  sway'd. 
The  feeling  heart,  the  judging  head 

In  heavenly  praise  employ; 
Spread  his  tremendous  name  around, 
Till  heaven's  broad  arch  rings  back  the  sound, 

The  gen'ral  burst  of  joy. 


109 

*^An  duibhre  teidieadh,"  tliuirt  e  fèiii— 
Gu  grad  an  duiblire  theicli  gu  lèir, 
As  nàdur  dli'  èiricli  suas. 

Gach  bith  'tha  tàmh  's  a'  cbruinne-chè, 
Air  làr  'tha  dol,  no  sliuas  sau  speur, 

Gu  h-ait  dha  togaibh  fonn : 
A  dhragonaibh,  le'r  neart  ro  tbreun. 
Air  'ainm  ro  oirdhearc  deanaibh  sgeul, 

Le  doimhueaclidan  nan  tonn. 

Na  diiileau  fòs  biodh  ait  gach  re : 
'S  an  tàirneanach  'ni  fuaim  san  speur 

Dha  togadli  iollacli  àrd ; 
'S  an  oiteig  sbèimh  le  guth  ro  bhinn 
Dha  canadh  cliti  o  linn  gu  linn, 

A'  seinn  le  comh-sheirm  Dha. 

A  sheudair'  àrda,  cromaibh  sios; 
'S  a  bheanntan  mòralach  gach  th% 

Gach  uair  dha  thugaibh  gèill ; 
Innsibh  mar  las  beinn  Shinai  suas, 
'S  a  chriothnaich  i  o  bonn  fo  ghruaim 

'N  uair  labhair  e  le  'bheul. 

A  spreidh  a  dh'ionaltrais  's  na  glinn, 
'S  gach  cuileag  bheag  os  ceann  ar  cinn, 

Dha  thugadh  gèill  a's  cliii ; 
Gearraibh  an  ròs  as  deirge  snuadh, 
'S  am  fàileadh  cìibhraidh  direadh  suas 

Mar  thùis  do  Dhia  nan  dùl. 

Dùisgibh,  'eunlaith  bhinn  nan  geug, 
'S  gu  ceòlmhor  togaibh  suas  dha  fèin 

'Ur  n-òrain  ait  mu  'chliii; 
Dha-san  a  thug  dhuibli  cuma  's  dreach, 
Le  iteach  buidhe  's  dearg  fa  seach, 

Le  càil  a  ghleusadh  ciùil. 

An  duine  fòs,  le  tuigse  's  tiir, 

Le  cridhe  's  ceann  san  d'  chuir  e  iiiil, 

Dha  thugadh  moladh  buan ; 
A's  'ainm  ro  uasal  sgaoileadh  'n  cèin, 
A'  toirt  mac-tal'  air  ais  o'n  speur, 

Le  iolach  ait,  bith-bhuan. 
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HOPE. 

Friend  of  the  brave!  in  peril's  darkest  houfj 
Intrepid  Virtue  looks  to  thee  for  power; 
To  thee  the  heart  its  trembling  homage  yields, 
On  stormy  floods,  and  carnage-cover'd  fields, 
When  front  to  front  the  banner'd  hosts  combine, 
Halt  ere  they  close,  and  form  the  dreadful  line. 
When  all  is  still  on  Death's  devoted  soil, 
The  march-worn  soldier  mingles  for  the  toil! 
As  rings  his  glittering  tube,  he  lifts  on  high 
The  dauntless  brow,  and  spirit-speaking  eye, 
Hails  in  his  heart  the  triumph  yet  to  come, 
And  hears  thy  stormy  music  in  the  drum ! 


MIRIAM'S  SONG. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free! 
Sing — for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken, 
His  chariots,  his  horsemen;  all  splendid  and  brave, 
How  vain  was  their  boasting !  the  Lord  hath  but  spoken, 
And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free! 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  Praise  to  the  Lord, 

His  word  was  our  arrow,  his  breath  was  our  sword! 

Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride? 

For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pillar  of  glory. 

And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  in  the  tide. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 

Jehovah  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free! 
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DOCHAS. 

Cultaic'  a'  gliaisgicli  aims  gach  aire  a's  teinn, 

Tha  'n  Treiin  uacli  meat'  a  eur  a  neirt  'n  ad  mhèin  ; 

'S  an  ericlli'  air  bliall-chrith  'deanadh  earbs'  ad  chàil, 

Measg  tliiiiltibli  borb'  's  air  raontaibh  dearg  le  h-àr, 

'N  iiair  ghluaiseas  feaclid  nam  brataeli  as  gach  làimh, 

Mu'n  dlùtliaich  suinn  an  strith  nan  lann  le  gàir. 

'N  uair  bhios  gach  fuaim  'n  an  suain  air  faich'  a'  bhàis, 

Ni'n  gaisgeach  sgith  grad  dhiol  air  gniomh  gun  spairn. 

Mar  'sheinneas  fheadan  dealrach  èiridh  suas 

A  ghntiis  gun  fhiamh, — a  shtiil  'sa  mhiann'na  snuadh, 

'Na  chòm  'cur  fàilt'  air  buaidh  a  ta  ri  teachd, 

'S  e  'cluinntinn  toirm  do  ghuth  'an  druma  'n  fheachd ! 


ORAN    MHIRIAIM. 

Seinntiombanard-fhuaimneachtharcuan  glasna  h-Eiphit! 
lehòbhah  thug  buaidh — shaor  e'n  shiagh  a  thug  gèill  da ! 
Seinn — oir  thuit  ardan  an  nàmhaid  'chum  smachd  oirnn, 
'S  a  charbaid,  'sa  mharc-shhiagh,  bu  mhaiseach  air  fonn. 
B'fhaoin  'uaill  as  an  gniomh ;  cha  tuirt  Dia  ach  am  facal, 
'Sbha 'charbaid  'sa  mharc-shhiagh'g  an  casgradh'san  tonn. 
Seinn  tiomban  ard-fhuaimneach  thar  cuan  glasna  h-Eiphit  1 
lehòbhah  thug  buaidh — shaor  e'n  sluagh  a  thug  gèiU  da! 

Gu'm, molar  am  Buadhach — gu'm  molar  an  Triath, 

B'e'fhacal  ar  saighead,  b'e  anail  ar  sgiath! 

Co  'thilleas  do'n  Eiphit  'thoirt  sgèil  air  a  bhuidhinn, 

A  chuir  i  'nan  uidheam  gu  siubhal  'san  tòir? 

'N|uair  dh'amhairc  ar  Triath  as  a  nial  air  a  cumhachd, 

'San'fhairge  le  sruthaibh  gu'n  do  shlugadh  a  slòigh. 

Seinn  tiomban  ard-fhuaimneach  thar  cuan  glasna  h-Eiphit! 

lehòbhah  thug  buaidh — shaor  e  'n  sluagh  a  thug  gèill  da! 
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THE   WINTER. 

See  how  rude  winter's  icy  hand 
Has  strip'd  the  trees,  and  seal'd  the  ground. 
But  spring  shall  soon  his  rage  withstand, 
And  spread  new  beauties  all  around. 

My  soul  a  sharper  winter  mourns, 
Barren  and  fruitless  I  remain; 
When  will  the  gentle  spring  return. 
And  bid  my  graces  grow  again? 

Jesus,  my  glorious  Sun,  arise! 

Tis  thine  the  frozen  heart  to  move; 

Oh :  hush  these  storms,  and  clear  my  skies. 

And  let  me  feel  thy  vital  love. 

Dear,  Lord,  regard  my  feeble  cry, 
I  faint  and  droop  till  thou  appear; 
Wilt  thou  permit  thy  plant  to  die? 
Must  it  be  winter  all  the  year? 

Be  still,  my  soul,  and  wait  his  hour, 
With  humble  prayer  and  patient  faith; 
Till  he  reveals  his  gracious  power, 
Repose  on  what  his  promise  saith. 


THE    EXILE'S    COMPLAINT. 

When  captive  Israel  sat  and  wept 
Beside  the  stream  whose  waters  swept 

By  Babel's  lofty  walls; 
Well  might  sad  tears  her  cheeks  bedew. 
As  vivid  memory  called  to  view 

Fair  Salem's  ruined  halls. 

She  mourned  Jehovah's  prostrate  fane. 
Where  incense  erst,  and  victims  slain, 
His  rising  anger  stayed; 


113 


AN  GEAMHUADH. 

Seall  mar  lorn  an  geamhradh  fuar 
A'  clioill,  's  mar  cliuir  e  'm  fonn  fo  ghlais ; 
Acli  ting  a  clilisg'  an  t-earrach  nuadh, 
'S  ^lieir  àilleachd  do  gach  ni  air  ais. 

Tha  mise'  a'  bròn  fo  gheamhradli  's  cruaidli'. 
Cha  tig  duil'  uaine  orm  no  blàth; 
0 !  cuin  'tliig  onus'  an  t-earracli  nuadh, 
A  thoirt  dhomh  fas  as  ùr  'an  gràs  ? 

losa,  seall  orm  I  's  tn  mo  ghrian, 
'S  tu  ni  'n  cridlie  reòta  tlàth; 
Citiinicli  an  stoirm  tha  ormsa  'g  ia'dh, 
A*s  tearumn  mi  fo  sgàil  do  ghràidh. 

A  Thighearn,  èisd  ri  m'  gliearan  lag, 
Tha  fadal  orm  thu  'theachd  a  làth'ir ; 
An  geamhradh  dhòmhsa  'bhliadhn'  air  fad  ? 
Am  fulling  thu  do  d'  lus  dol  has  ? 

Bi  sàmhach,  m'  anam,  's  feith  r'a  uair, 
Le  ùrnuigh  bhuan  a's  creidimh  beò ; 
A  ghràs  gu'n  taom  e  ort  a  nuas, 
'S  na  ghealladh  biodh  a  ghnàth  do  dhòigh. 


GEARAN  AN  FHOGARRAICH. 

Na  h-Iudhaich  'n  uair  a  ghuil  o  chian 
Ri  taobh  nan  sruth  tha  'ruith  gu  dian 

Seach  callaid  Bhabiloin; 
An  deòir  cha  b'  ioghnadli  'ruith  gun  tàmh, 
'N  uair  chuimhnich  iad  an  aitreabh  àigh, 

Bhi  nis  'na  làraich  luim. 

Fo  thiirsa  bha  mu  theampull  Dhè, 

'S  an  trie  a  thairgeadh  iobairt  rèit' 

Gu  casg  'chur  air  a  ghruaim ; 
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His  altars  now  no  longer  smoked, 
Nor  Aaron's  sons  with  prayer  invoked 
His  blessing  and  his  aid. 

While  pagan  taunts  each  bosom  wrung, 
Well  might  their  harps  remain  unstrung 

On  that  ill-omened  day; 
Well  might  their  tongues  refuse  to  sing 
The  sacred  songs  of  Sion's  King, 

And  chant  a  festive  lay. 

'Tis  thus  that,  haply  doomed  to  roam, 
A  weary  wanderer  from  his  home 

In  Britain's  favoured  isle. 
Laments,  with  tears  of  sad  regret, 
The  by-gone  days,  whose  sun  has  set 

Since  fortune  ceased  to  smile. 

He  sees  the  churchyard's  hallow'd  sod, 
He  sees  the  temple  of  his  God 

By  idol  rites  defiled; 
And  sighs  for  that  loved  house  of  prayer 
Where  Christ  alone  presides,  and  where 

He  worshipped  when  a  child. 

So  likewise  in  the  world  we  see 
A  Babylon  of  misery, 

Where,  captive-led  by  sin. 
The  true-born  sons  of  Israel's  race 
Travail  and  groan  for  inward  grace 

Redemption's  price  to  win, 

Here  no  abiding  city  waits. 
No  safe  asylum  opes  her  gates 

To  bid  them  welcome  home: 
Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below. 
No  present  resting-place  they  know. 

But  seek  for  one  to  come. 

Oh !  when  shall  I,  a  pilgrim  too. 

Thy  heaven-built  towers,  fair  Salem,  view,- 

Bright  mansions  of  the  blest? 
How  gladly  will  I  hail  the  day. 
Which  calls  my  ransomed  soul  away. 

And  leads  me  to  my  rest! 
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A  nis  o'n  altair  cha  'n  'eil  smiiid, 

No  sagartan,  le  'm  bòltrach  tùis, 

Ag  aslachadh  a  thruais. 

'N  uair  rinn  na  Cinnich  sgeig  a's  tàir, 
Cha  b'  ioglmadh  iad-san  'bbi  fo  phràmh, 

'S  an  clàrsaichean  gun  ghleus; 
An  teangaibli  dliiùlt  a  dhol  air  seirm 
Gu  òrain  naomha  Dhè  a  sheiun, 

'S  a  thogail  fonn  le'n  teud. 

Mar  so  is  trie  'tlia  'n  t-ànrach  tniagh, 
Bho  dhachaidli  'òige  fad  air  cliuairt, 

A'  cuimlmeacliadli  le  bròn, 
Air  làithean  àigh  a  dh'flialbh  's  nach  pill, 
A  chaith  gu  h-aoiblmeacli  anns  na  glinn, 

Le  càirdean  nach  'eil  beò. 

A'  Chill 's  am  bheil  a  dhàimh'  'n  an  suain, 
'S  an  aitreabh  mu'n  do  thruis  an  sluagh, 

Tha  saltairte  gu  làr : 
B'  e  mhiann  bhi  fathast,  mar  bu  ghnath, 
'Cur  urnuigh  suas  tre  Chriosd  gach  tràth, 

Mar  'rinn  o  chian  le  each. 

Mar  so  san  t-saoghal  chi  sinn  fèin, 
Gach  sàraehadh,  a's  bròn,  a's  pèin 

'Tha  feitheamh  air  gach  aon ; 
Ach  oighreachan  a'  gheallaidh  tha 
A'  guidhe  air  son  gràis  gach  la, 

A  bheir  dhòibh  fuasgladh  saor. 

Cha  'n  'eil  an  so  dhuinn  daehaidh  bhuan, 
'S  a  dorsa  'fosgladh  fial  a  suas 

G'  ar  f àilteaehadh  le  bàigh ; 
Mar  choigrieh  a's  luchd-cuairt  a  bhos, 
Gun  ait'  air  bith  gu  tàmh  no  clos, 

Ach  daehaidh  gheibh  gu  h-àrd. 

Is  coigreach  mis'  tha  lag  a's  sgith, 
'S  do  gheataibh  àiUidh  c'uin  a  chi, 

Jerusalem  'tha  shuas? 
Cia  aoibhneach  leamsa  teachd  an  la 
'S  am  faigh  mi  fuasgladh  o  gach  càs 

Gu  bràth  'an  sonas  buan ! 
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THE    GOSPEL. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  A.fric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand; — 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver, 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile? 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  Avood  and  stone. 

Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high. 
Can  we,  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation!  0  Salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

Waft,  waft,  ye  winds  His  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ! 
Till  o'er  our  ransom'd  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


117 


AN   SOISGEUL. 

Bho  blieanntan  reòta  Ghreenland, 

Bho  Innsean  teith  nan  slògh, 
Bho  Africa  nam  fuaran 

'Bheir  uath'  a'  ghainneamh  òir ; 
Bho  iomadh  amhainn  aosmhor, 

'S  bho  iomadh  rèidhlein  uain', 
Tha  ruinne,  air  son  saorsa, 

An  giaodh  tighinn  thar  a'  chuan. 

Air  Ceylon  ged  a  shèideas 

A'  ghaoth  gu  ciibhraidh,  tlàth ; 
Ged  tha  gach  sealladh  ceutach, 

A's  duine  'mhain  'na  ghràin  ; 
Mòr  mhaitheas  Bhè  tha  'n  diomhain 

Air  iocadh  air  gach  taobh ; 
Tha  truaghain  dhall  na  tir'  sin 

A'  striochd'  do  iodhail  f  haoin. 

'N  dean  sinne,  'th'air  ar  stiiiradh 

Le  giiocas  ihil  o'n  aird, 
An  lòchrau  nèamhaidh  'dhiùltadh 

Do'n  dream  tha'n  duibhr  an  sàs? 
Dean  slàint'  do  pheacaich  èigheach — 

Dean  sgeul  nam  buadh  a  sheirm, 
Gus  am  bi  gach  creutair 

Air  gèill  a  thoirt  do'n  ghairm. 

Dean  ruith,  a  sgèil  na  saorsa, 

Air  carbad  gaoithe  's  cuain, 
Gus,  anns  gach  cearn  do'n  t-saoghal. 

An  cluinn  gach  aon  an  f  huaim ! 
A's  duine  air  a  shaoradh, 

Le  iobairt  ghaoil  an  Uain, 
Ag  èigheach  o  gach  taobh  ris, 

E  'theachd  g'a  rioghachd  gu  luath. 


118 


THE  WITHERED  LEAYES* 

See  the  leaves  around  is  falling, 

Dry  and  wither' d  to  the  ground; 
Thus  to  thoughtless  mortals  calling, 

In  a  sad  and  solemn  sound: — 
"Sous  of  Adam  once  in  Eden, 

Blighted  whence,  like  us  ye  fell: 
Hear  the  lecture  we  are  reading ; 

'Tis,  alas !  the  truth  we  tell. 

"Virgins,  much,  too  much  presuming 
On  your  boasted  white  and  red; 

Yiew  us,  late  in  beauty  blooming, 
Number'd  now  among  the  dead. 


*  The  following  verses,  on  the  same  subject,  were  translated 
from  the  French,  by  the  late  Mr.  Ewing  Maclean,  Post-Office, 
Glasgow ;  and  we  are  sure  that  every  Highlander  of  taste,  will 
thank  us  for  inserting  them  here : — 

'N  trà  sgap  am  foghar  mu'n  cuairt 

Duilleach  ruadh  nan  craobh  air  làr, 
'N  uair  dh'fhàilnich  dubhar  na  colli, 

'S  uach  cluiuute  ceòl  biun  'u  a  bàrr. 

Dh'f  halbh  easlainteach  dubhach,  tròm 

Moch,  's  e  raall-cheumach  fo  bhròn, 
A  dh'fhaiciun,  mu'n  tigeadh  am  bàs, 

Doire  'ghràidh  an  laithibh  òig'. 

"  Soraidh  leat,  a*  choill  mo  ghaoil, 

'S  leur  dhonih  cranuchur  m'  aois'  ad  phràmh, 

'S  gach  duilleag  'tha  seargte  air  gheig 
Tha  'cur  an  ceill  's  dlùth  dhomh  'm  has. 

"  An  Tairgeaunach  bho  Epidaùr, 

Thuirt  e  rium,  '  Mu'n  teid  thu  aog, 
Chi  thu  uair  eile  le  d'  slmil 

Crionte,  duileach  iir  nan  craobh. 

"  *  Mu  d'  thiomchioll  tha  'n  t-iubhar  a'  fas, 

Na's  baine  na  faoghar  nau  sguab, 
'S  tu  'g  aomadh  a  sios  gu  tràth, 

Gu  dachaidh  shàmhaich  na  h-uaigh*. 
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AN  DUILLEACH  SEARGTA. 

Faic  an  duilleacli  riiadh  mu'n  cuairt  duinn, 

Seachdte,  seargte  air  an  làr; 
A's  ri  daoin'  eucèillidh,  guanacli 

Tlia,  le  truas,  mar  so  ag  radii : — 
''A  sliiol  Adbaimh  a  bh'  ann  an  Eden, 

Sliearg  a's  thuit  sibli  mar  sinn  fèin  : 
Eisdibli  na  chuireas  sinn  an  cèill  duibh ; 

Gun  ag  's  e  'n  fbirinn  tli'ann  gu  lèir. 

"  Oighean  ait  is  aille  snuadh 
Na  deanaibh  uaill  a  geal  a's  dearg ; 

B'  aluinn  sinn'  measg  dhuilleacli  uaine — 
'Noclid  gu  truagh  am  measg  nam  marbli. 


"  *  Meathaidh  t'òig'  agus  do  sgiamh 
Mu'u  searg  am  fiar  air  an  Ion, — 

Mu'n  seac,  'am  fasgadh  nan  cnoc, 
Bagailtean  dosrach  nan  end.' 

"  Tha  'n  uair  a'  teachd,  's  fuar  a'  ghaoth 
'Tha  'bualadh  neochaoiu  'am  chiabh  ; 

Faileus  m'  òige,  's  tròm  a'  ghuth 
'G  ùi-achadh  cumha  'na  m'  chliabh. 

"  Tuitibh,  a  dhuilleagan  maoth, 

FoUaichibh  an  rod  tiamhaidh,  balbh, 

'S  ceilibh  air  mo  mhàthair  ghràidh 
Far  am  bi  mi  màireach  marbh. 

"  Ach  ma  thig  leannan  mo  chrìdh', 
Gu  deurach,  tiirsach  fo  ghruaim  ; 

*S  an  dubh-thra  dh'thaicinn  an  f  hòid, 
M'  fhaileas  le  solas  gu'n  gluais." 

Thuirt  e, — thriall  e,  's  cha  do  thill, — 

Theij-ig  ùine  'n  tir  nam  beò, 
Fo  sgàil  an  daraich  tha  'shuain, 

'S  an  tigh  chaol,  gmi  fhuaim,  gun  cheòl. 

Cha  'n  fhac  a  leannan  an  leac, — 

Cha  robh  i  feasgar  ga  coir  ; 
'S  cha  dùisg  guth  e  gu  la  Luan, 

'N  a  aitreabh  uaigneach  's  an  torr. 
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Sons  of  honour,  fed  on  praises, 
Fluttering  high  in  fancied  worth; 

Lo!  the  fickle  air  that  raises, 
Brings  us  down  to  parent  earth. 

"  Youths,  though  yet  no  losses  grieve  you, 

Gay  in  health  and  manly  grace, 
Let  not  cloudless  skies  deceive  you; 

Summer  gives  to  autumn  place. 
Venerable  sires,  grown  hoary. 

Hither  turn  the  unwilhng  eye; 
Think,  amidst  your  fading  glory, 

Autumn  tells  a  winter  nigh. 

"Yearly  in  our  course  returning, 

Messengers  of  shortest  stay; 
Thus  we  preach  this  truth  concerning. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
On  the  tree  of  life  eternal, 

Man,  let  all  thy  hopes  be  stayed; 
Which,  alone,  for  ever  vernal, 

Bears  a  leaf  that  shall  not  fade." 


THE    PRAYER   OF  AGUR. 

PROVERBS,  XXX. 

These  things  have  I  desired  of  God; 

O  hear  thy  servant  ere  he  dies — 
Keep  me  far  distant  from  the  road 

Which  leads  to  vanity  and  lies. 

Preserve  me  in  that  equal  state 

Wherein  my  soul  shall  prosper  best; 

Neither  with  flowing  wealth  elate, 
Nor  yet  by  poverty  depress'd. 

Still  feed  me  with  convenient  food, 
And  for  my  daily  wants  provide: 

Give  what  thou  knowest  for  my  good, 
Not  that  which  ministers  to  pride. 
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^Chlann  an  anabhair  a's  na  mòrchuis, 
C'uim'  an  dean  sibh  bòsd  'n'ur  cuid? 

'S  i  'n  oiteag  's  àirde  thogas  suas  sinn 
'Bheir  a  nuas  sinn  gns  an  dus. 

"Fhearaibh  òg',  làn  fcreòir  a's  slàinte, 

Dòchas  àrd  a's  càileacbd  bliras ; 
'S  trie  bha  latha  grianacli  meallt', 

'S  tha  'm  foghar  air  a'  gheamhradh  faisg 
'Sheanairean  nan  ciabhan  sneachd-gheal, 

Beachdaicbibh  an  so  le  tùr; 
Tha  'ur  fogbaradb  'n  a  dbeann-ruith — 

Faicibb  'n  geamhradb  air  a  chiil. 

"Tha  sinn  ann  an  cùrs'  na  bliadhna 

Mar  theacbdairean  a'  cur  an  cèill ; 
A's  ag  innseadb  do  gach  creutair, 

Talamh  's  nèamb  thèid  seach'  gu  lèir. 
Nis  air  craobh  na  beatba  sbiorruidh 

Biodh  'ur  muinghinn  fèin  gu  bràth; 
'Sin  a'  chraobh  a  ghnàth  'tha  iirail, 

'S  anns  gach  am  tha  i  fo  bhlàth." 


URNUIGH   AGUIK 

GNATH-FHOCAIL,  XXX. 

Tha  m'  achuingean  riut  fèin,  a  Dhè, 
Ri  t'òglach  èisd  mu'm  faigh  e  bàs; 

Cum  mi  fad  air  falbh  o'n  cheum, 

Gu  eug  'tha  treòrachadh,  's  gu  cràdh. 

'An  cuimse  coimhead  mi  gach  uair, 

A's  m'  anam  truagh  dean  sultmhor,  ait; 

Gun  saibhreas  'ni  mo  thogail  suas, 

'S  na  leig  mi  'm  bochduinn  chruaidh  's  an  aire. 

An  Ion  bhios  iomehuidh  air  mo  shon, 

Dhomh  solair  f òs  o  la  gu  la : 
Na  bhios  gu  m'  bhuannachd  thoir-sa  dhomh, 

'S  cha  'n  iad  na  nithean  learn  is  àiU. 
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Lest  I  be  full,  and  so  rebel, 
And  in  my  heart  should  madly  say. 

Who  is  the  Lord?  where  doth  he  dwell? 
That  I  should  serve  him  and  obey? 

Or  lest  in  penury  and  pain, 

I  should  put  forth  my  hand  to  steal; 
Or  take  thy  holy  name  in  vain, 

And  for  a  bribe  the  truth  conceal 


THE  SOCIETY  OF  TRUE  HIGHLANDERS* 

In  lov'd  Wilhelmia,  near  whose  mural  pile, 
Proud  Lochy's  tides  with  eddying  surges  boil, 
Conven'd  the  mountain-patriot's  foithful  band, 
And  pledg'd  the  endearing  tie  with  heart  and  hand ; 
A  tie  that  calls  to  mind  primEeval  days, 
And  rites  to  sires  that  won  immortal  praise. 
Those  are  the  Gael's  still  unconquered  race, 
They  wear  their  native  arms  with  native  grace, 
Milesian  arms,  Milesia's  rich  costume, 
The  garb  of  Gaul  that  sack'd  imperial  Rome : 
Themes  that  would  bid  the  strain  spontaneous  roll, 
If  heaven-born  genius  fir'd  the  poet's  soul. 
The  graceful  bonnet  freak'd  with  various  dyes, 
O'er  whose  high  crown  the  shadowy  plumes  arise, 
Forms  the  rich  crest,  and,  as  the  warriors  move, 
The  effusive  clusters  seem  a  floating  grove ! 
The  parti- colour 'd  plaid,  a  splendid  show, 
Bestrides  the  breast,  like  ^^Sther's  lovely  bow 
On  western  clouds,  when  Sol  the  day  renews, 
And  ev'ry  field  is  gemm'd  with  twinkling  dews. 
Encas'd  within  the  silver-spangled  sheath, 
Hangs  from  its  zone  the  pond'ious  beam  of  death : 
Thus  sleeps  the  thunder-dragon  of  the  skies, 
Till  storms  in  all  their  warring  rage  arise. 
Before  the  Phelig's  finely  plaited  coil, 
Conspicuous  waves  the  glossy  badger's  spoil, 

*  This  Address  was  composed  by  Ewan  Maclachlan,  Esq., 
Rector  of  the  Grammar-School,  Aberdeen,  on  the  formation  of 
"The  Society  of  True  Highlanders,"  by  Colonel  Macdonnell  of 
Glengarry,  and  recited  amidst  enthusiastic  cheering  at  their  first 
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Air  eagal  'n  uair  a  bhithinn  Ian 

Gu  cutliaich,  dan'  gn'n  abrainn  fèin, 

Co  e  Dia?  'cà'  bheil  e  'tàmh, 

Gn'n  tugainn  seirbhis  dha  a's  gdill? 

Air  eagal  a's  nam  bithiun  bochd, 
Mo  làmh  gu  lochd  gn'n  siuinn  f òs ; 

No  t'ainm  ro  naomli  a  luaidh  gu  faoin, 
'S  a  clileitli  na  firinu  air  son  tòic. 


COMUNN  NAM  FIOR-GHAIDHE.iL. 

An  Inairlòcbaidh  nam  miir 
Chunncas  an  t-iir-gliaisreadh  cruinn  ; 
Tbaisbein  iad  an  cliii  bu  bheus, 
Sud  an  sgeul  a  b'  èibhinn  leinn. 
B'  ioma  Ceann-tighe  's  Fear-feachd — 
B'  ioma  gaisgeach  meamnach,  mòr — 
B'  ioma  Flath  agus  Triath  sluaigli 
A  thuinnicli  an  stuaigii  nan  corn. 
Gaidheil,  an  Comunn  gun  fheall, 
Làn  uidlieam  Ghaidheal  m'an  dream, 
Ghleusadh  sud  teanga  gu  fonn, 
N'am  b'  eòlach  air  dhealbb  nan  rann. 
Sealladli  clia  'n  fhacas  air  blàr 
A  dh'àrdaicheadh  càil  do  chlèibli, 
Mar  thriall  nan  cath  laocli  nach  clith, 
'An  earradh  an  sinusridh  fèin. 
Boineid  ghorm  an  t-èideadh  cinn, 
Ite  riomhach  nan  dos  tròm 
AÌY  iom'-cbritli  'na  babaibh  grinn, 
Thar  ùrlainn  mheachair  nan  sonn. 
Trast  mu  ghuaillibh  gach  fir  threin 
Breacain  bhall-bhreac  nan  ceud  cuach, 


Meeting  in  Fort- William,  on  the  12th  of  July,  1815.  The  Gaelic 
version  was  not  composed  for  some  months  thereafter,  as  we  find 
it  bearing  date,  November  1. 1815,  and  inserted  in  Mr.  Maciach- 
ian's  volume  of  "  Poetical  Effusions." 
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Whence  plenty  dealt,  without  the  frown's  allojy 
Can  turn  the  M'ail  of  grief  to  songs  of  joy. 
Beneath  the  knee  whose  beauty  mates  the  snow. 
The  well-wrought  tassel  binds  the  gaudy  hose, 
Where  red  and  white  with  rival  lustre  blend. 
And  round  the  calf  at  equal  angles  bend. 
Last,  glancing  as  the  polish'd  jet,  the  shoe 
Adorns  the  foot  that  scarce  imprints  the  dew. 
Anon,  the  bag-pipe  pours  its  stream  of  tones, 
Swelled  by  the  peal  of  the  silk  ruffling  drones  ; 
With  all  the  flight  of  quivering  fingers  driven. 
The  torrent  floats  on  the  four  winds  of  heaven  : 
Rais'd  by  the  quick  or  solemn  marching  time, 
On  music's  wing  the  soul  ascends  sublime ; 
Full  of  the  deeds  that  beam  through  years  of  old. 
Our  clans  advance,  in  mii;ht  and  freedom  bold: 
The  muse,  enraptur'd  at  the  bright  survey, 
Bids  their  lov'd  names  adorn  the  unprompted  lay. 
With  flags  display'd,  Clann-DomhnuilVs  regal  lins^i, 
And  Stewai't's  ranks  with  martial  beauty  shine  ; 
The  Oam'rons  there,  behind  their  gallant  sire, 
Hard  as  the  flint,  and  fierce  as  flames  of  fire ; 
Maclachlans,  murd'rous  in  the  van  of  fight; 
Macleods,  exulting  in  their  native  might ; 
Macleans,  whose  swords  could  deal  the  fateful  storm. 
When  Mars  and  rage  the  battling  host  deform  ; 
Victorious  Grants,  the  sons  of  chiefs  i-enown'd, 
From  where  Spoy's  current  laves  the  flow'ry  grou 
Mackeuzies,  that  wide  Avaste  the  leaguer'd  vale, 
When  the  Stag's  Branching  Antlers  mount  the  gale ; 
Mackinnon's  champions  j  )in'd  with  Black  Macrae's, 
Whose  bright  exploits  in  glory's  annals  blaze ; 
Macgregor's  tribes  with  arms  and  prowess  steel'd, 
In  furious  combats  never  known  to  yield  ; 
The  hardy  sons  of  Diarmad  fam'd  of  yore, 
(The  chief  who  felled  Glenshee's  des'ructive  boar); 
The  Frasers,  awful  as  the  lightning  blast, 
With  heaps  of  slaughter'd  foes  to  strevr  the  waste; 
Chisholm,  from  northern  glens,  with  marshall'd  powV&^ 
And  brave  M' Colls,  from  Appiu's  sylvan  bow'rs; 
With  the  strong  ranks  that  bear  the  Leader's  name 
Who  gain'd,  in  Malcolm's  days,  immortal  fame. 
Before  the  pomp,  advauc'd  with  kingly  grace, 
I  see  the  stem  of  Conn's  victorious  race. 
Whose  sires  of  old  the  western  sceptre  sway'd 
Which  all  the  Isles  and  Albyn's  half  obey'd. 
The  illustrious  chief  of  Garry's  woody  vales: 
His  radiant  standard  eddying  sweeps  the  gales^ 
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Mar  bhoglia-frois  anns  an  speur, 

'S  grian  ag  èiridli  air  feur-chluain. 

Lann-chasgraidh  's  an  truaill  air  bhoinn, 

Loiiintreach  le  h-airgiod  's  le  h-òr. 

Mar  blieithir-dhealaiii  'iia  suain, 

Mu'n  diiisg  a  bruaidlilein  's  na  neòil! 

Fuaighte  ri  h-èileadh  nam  pleat 

Tha  sporan  iallacb  a'  bhmic; 

'S  trie  a  dbioladh  as  do'n  bbochd 

Bho  làimh  phailt,  le  gniiis  gun  stuirt. 

Geal  a's  corcur  a'  comh-ghleachd 

'S  an  osan  ghearr,  beairt  nan  cos, 

Bròg  bhileach,  dhnbh  'bu  gbrinn  snas, 

Mu'n  troidli  nach  dean  feur  a  lot. 

Inneal  nan  sreann-dlios  a  seinn 

Caismeachd  a  b'  àrd-ghlòireacli  pong, 

Pronnduil  lùth'or  nam  mean  roinn, 

Chur  aigne  air  gboil  gu  glonn. 

A'  tuil-dbòrtadh  as  gacb  taobh, 

Faicibh  Uaislean  nan  Saor-Chlann ! 

'Sud  coille  nam  mile  miagli 

Nach  d'  càraich  an  crionach  cam. 

Dòmhnullaicb  rìoghail  nan  sròl; 

Stiùbhartaicb  d'an  còir-bhreith  buaidh ; 

Clann-Cham'roin,  an  streup  nan  arm, 

Cho  teann  ris  an  ailbliinn  cliruaidh; 

Lachannaicb  cblis  nan  gieus  dltith ; 

Leòdaicli  nam  beum  drùighteach,  tròm ; 

Leatbanaich  bu  luaithe  lamb 

'Am  boile-chath  gàir  nan  sonn : 

Granndaicb  is  trie  a  fhuair  cis, 

Sliochd  nam  milidh  bho  thaobh  Spèith; 

Clann-Choinnich  bu  phrountach  àr, 

'Nuair  dh'èireadh  àrd  Chròehd  an  Fhèidb; 

lonmbuinnich  euchdaeh  bho'n  t-Srath; 

Sliochd  Mhic-Eath  Dhuibli  bu  gheal  gniomh; 

Aitim  Ghriogair  nan  colg  cruaidh, 

Roimh  bhorb  shluagh  nach  gabhadh  sniomh; 

Siol  Dhiarmaid  nam  faobhar  nochd, 

A  mharbh  an  Tore  'an  Gleann-Sith ; 

Frisealaich  bhras  bho'n  Taobh-tuath, 

A  dbruim-leanadb  ruaig  's  an  stri ; 
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Conspicuous  blazon'd  with  Clann-DomhnuilV s  shield, 

That  rears  fame's  emblems  on  its  quarter'd  field, 

The  barge  with  furling  sails,  the  gory  hand, 

The  flying  eagle,  and  the  croslet  wand ; 

Two  bears,  the  types  of  vanquish'd  Lochlin's  shame, 

With  shafts  infix'd,  support  the  mystic  irame. 

Its  crest,  the  tow'ring  rock  in  blue  pourtray'd. 

And  the  perch'd  I'aven  tinged  with  sable  shade. 

Clann-DomhnuilVs  puissant  chief  o'er  all  presides; 

His  active  zeal  the  council  forms  and  guides; 

They  pledge  adherence  to  the  patriot  laws 

That  knit  true  Gaels  to  their  country's  cause, 

That  prompt  the  Gael,  like  a  fiery  zone, 

To  link  as  guardians  of  the  British  throne; 

As  British  freedom,  loyal,  firm,  and  bold. 

That  never  barter'd  faith,  fijr  profier'd  gold, — 

Through  life  unsiain'd  to  hold  the  Gaelic  name, 

And  dread  no  form  of  death  like  guilty  shame. 

No  deed  of  shame  the  genuine  Gael  stains, 

No  taint  of  pois'ning  guile  pervades  their  veins  ; 

Instinctive  touch'd  with  feeling's  finest  glow, 

They  shed  refreshing  balm  on  wounds  of  woe: 

Thus,  ev'uiug  slakes  the  world  with  pearly  rains. 

When  the  sun  flames  on  ocean's  western  plains. 

On  wanton  foes  whose  madness  prompts  their  ire, 

They  rush  like  streams  of  heaven's  electric  fire. 

When  roUing  thunders  burst  in  awful  peals. 

And  nature,  totfring,  to  her  centre  reels! 

Facts  crowding  thick  on  facts,  confii-m  my  strain  ; 
From  crops  matur'd  we  judge  the  parent  grain  ; 
The  tree  whose  arms  with  luscious  apples  glow, 
Supplies  no  sap  for  the  lean  aspen  bough  ; 
The  lion,  mightiest  of  the  sylvan  kind, 
Breeds  not  the  feeble  kid,  or  tim'rous  hind; 
Nor  the  shrunk  nag  that  draws  the  sledgy  car 
Can  procreate  the  bounding  steed  of  war. 
Through  ages  past  explore  the  rolls  of  fame, 
No  speck  has  soil'd  the  genuine  Gael's  name  : 
With  one  rich  juice  from  one  nectareous  vine. 
Through  ev'ry  age  the  generous  clusters  shine. 
These  are  the  sons  of  Fingal,  Caelt,  and  Gaul, 
Whose  glorious  prowess  made  earth's  tyrants  fall. 
The  great  Cuchullin,  Oscar,  prince  of  shields. 
And  Conn,  victorious  in  a  hundi-ed  fields — 
Names  that  shall  grace  the  poet's  tuneful  rhymes, 
While  sun  and  stars,  revolving,  measure  time. 

The  Ausonian  pow'rs,  of  their  vast  conquests  vain. 
Have  stretch'd  their  sway  o'er  Albion's  southern  plain ; 
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Clann  t-Shola  bho'n  Apuinii  ghuirm ; 
Siosalaich  nach  fiiilgeadh  tàir; 
Slioclid  an  Tòisich  bu  mhòr  luaidh, 
Fo  Cbalum  iol-bbuadbacb  àigb. 
Ceann-suidbe  Comuinn  gun  mbeang, 
Mac  Oigbre  Rigb  Innse-Gall, 
Ard-Fblatb  an  t-slòigb  ud  Siol  Cbuinn, 
Alastair  uasal  nan  Gleann. 
Tba  'n  caidreimb  Comuinn  nam  buadb 
Gacb  subbailc  luacb'or  bu  cbòir, 
Firinn  mbòr-aigeanacb  nacb  striocbd 
Air  mbuilein  do  mbiltibb  òir. 
Dearbbaidb  na  feumacb  am  bàigb, 
Mar  gbrèin  àigb  sa'  Cbèitein  cbiùin, 
Maduinn  òg  a'  sileadb  bbraon, 
'S  gacb  raon  a'  dealradb  fo  dbriiicbd. 
Eagiacb  do'n  nàmbaid  tba'n  go-uaim, 
Mar  cbaonnaig  uaibbricb  nan  speur, 
Bragbadaicb  an  torruinn  cbruaidb 
'Cur  luasgau  fo'n  cbruinne-cbè ! 

'S  ni  nacb  iogbnadb  giòir  mo  dbain, 
'S dualcbas  don bbàrr  gnàtbs  an  t-sìl ; 
A  freumbacb  abbail  nan  send 
Cba  bbrist  geug  a  cbritbinn  cbrin. 
Bbo  gbarg  leògbann  nan  tosg  fiar 
Cboidbcb'  cba  siolaicb  am  meann  tais, 
'S  cba  bbeir  làir-jjbeallacb  a'  cblèibh 
Crtiitb-eacb  akiiun  nan  leum  bras. 
Ptannsaicb  gacb  sgeula  bbo  sbean, 
Bba  'n  deadb  Gbaidbeal  riamb  gun  cbron, 
An  fbionain  clbearc-tboireacb  gblan, 
Do'n  aon  bbrigb  bbo  bbàrr  gu  bun. 
SUocbd  Cbucbulainn,  Cbaoilt',  as  Fbinn, 
Osgair,  a's  Oisein,  as  Gbuill, 
'S  rigb  nan  ceud  catb  d'  am  b'  ainm  Conn, 
'S  cian  a  bbios  kiaidb  air  na  suinn. 

Ged  b'  àrd  na  Eòimbicb  'an  gieus, 
'S  a  mbagb-tbir  gu  leir  fo'n  ceann, 
Tbug  Saorsa  buaidb  anns  an  strith, 
'S  gblèidb  i  dbi  fèin  Tìr-nam-Beann. 
Cba  snaoidb  an  Gàidbeal  'an  teinn — 
Treun'tas  a  dbaingneacb  's  cba  'n  fboill, 
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But  northern  Freedom  cried: — "My  sons!  combine ; 
Dread  not  yon  foe ;  the  land  of  hills  is  mine." 
The  hill-born  heroes  Freedom's  flag  unfurl'd, 
And  check'd  Rome's  progress  in  the  western  world. 
No  fear  the  Gael's  dauntless  soul  can  tame  ; 
Not  fraud  but  prowess  gains  him  deathless  fame, 
He  fights  or  falls  in  native  freedom  brave, 
And  scorns  to  live  on  terms  that  bind  the  slave. 
O'er  Mih's  gallant  sons  to  usurp  the  rein, 
Proud  Scandinavia  try'd,  but  try'd  in  vain. 
On  Albyn's  shores  she  won  sepulchral  grounds: 
This  right  is  fix'd,  till  the  last  trumpet  sounds. 
All  Europe,  from  Iberia's  M-ave-beat  coast. 
Through  her  wide  realms,  to  Zembla's  world  of  frost, 
In  praise  of  Scotia's  mountain  race  conjoins. 
How  in  fame's  fields  their  peerless  valour  shines. 
From  the  green  bow'i-s  where  first  young  Sol  awakes, 
To  woods  that  hide  him  from  Columbian  lakes, 
Renown's  acclaims  in  answ'ring  echoes  roll, 
And  circle  the  vast  sphere  from  pole  to  pole. 

Napoleon  led  his  firm  embattl'd  train 
Where  seven-stream 'd  Nilus  soaks  the  Libyan  plain  ; 
Before  him  shone  Britannia's  pride  display 'd. 
And  thus,  predictive  of  war's  fate,  he  said: 
" Those  are  the  tiibes  of  Albyn's  northern  hills, 
The  extended  realms  of  earth  their  glory  fills: 
Be  strong,  my  warriors!  ere  the  close  ot  day, 
Yon  parti-colour'd  hues,  so  grimly  gay, 
May  teach  what  force  the  soul  of  Oscar  steel'd, 
And  how^  great  Fingal's  arm  could  waste  the  field." 
Truth  seal'd  his  speech.     The  champaign  blaz'd  around  ; 
The  nations  mix'd,  i-ed  slaughter  stain'd  the  ground; 
The  "  Unconquer'd  host"  a  conquest  soon  became, 
And  fall'n  or  fled,  resign'd  an  empty  name. 

The  plain  of  Wateiloo's  decisive  fray, 
Attests  the  Gael's  full  exerted  sway  : 
Squares  rang'd  by  squares,  in  mail-cas'd  myriads,  stood, 
The  spoilers  of  the  world,  athirst  for  blood. 
War's  columns  now  advanc'd  in  silent  state, 
Majestic,  awful,  big  with  f^urope's  fate  I 
Britannia's  Jjion  roar'd: — "My  cubs,  away! 
Spring  on  yon  wolves,  and  glut  your  maws  with  prey!  " 
Swords  clash'd,  steel  rattled,  murder  march'd  before, 
And  strew'd  the  scene  with  corpses  bath'd  in  gore! 
When  Morven's  plaided  sons,  in  vengeful  ire, 
Roll'd  on  the  steely  wall  the  flood  of  fire, 
it  broke,  as  melts  a  mass  of  dusky  haze. 
When  Sol,  in  Cancer,  darts  the  noontide  blaze ! 
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Cha  mheal  am  fior-gtiaisgeach  tàir, 
'S  annsa  leis  am  bàs  na  chuing. 

'S  trie  thug  Lochlurm  ionnsuidh  chlith 
Gu  siol  Mhilidh  'cliur  fo  smaig ; 
Fhiiair  i'n  iVlbuinn  eug  as  uaigh, 
Seilbli  is  biian  di  gu  la  bhrath. 
Na  criochan  Eòrpach  gu  lèir, 
Innsidh  sgeul  air  Laoicli  nan  Sliabh, 
Am  buillsgein  gach  deaunail  chruaidh 
Mar  cbuireadb  iad  ruaig  gu  dian. 
'S  maireann  an  alladb  's  gu'r  cian. 
Fad  's a  sbiubblar  fonn  as  cuan — 
Bho  'n  tir  's  am  mosgail  a'  gbrian, 
Gu  'tamh  an  iar  air  cbiil  nan  stuadh. 

Stiuir  Napoleon  am  mòr-chath 
Air  bruaieb  Niluis  nan  seacbd  srutb, 
Sbeall  6,  's  inntiun  fo  tbrom  cbeal, 
Air  reang  nam  fear  bu  chaoine  cruth. 
"'S  Gàidheil  iad  sud/'  ars'  an  sonn, 
"Gaisgicli  clilitiiteach  nan  Tuath  Bheann, 
Dearbhaidb  torruinn  an  geur  lann 
Mar  cbogadb  Osgar  as  Fionn." 
B'  f  bior  a  bbriatbar — las  am  blàr, 
Tbionnsgain  spàirn  nam  bròcladli  searbh;, 
Db'fbàs  na  Do-cbeannsaicb  gun  cblitb — 
Cho-cbaill  iad  an  ni  's  an  t-ainm. 

Fbuair  iad  atb-dbeucbain  a'  cbràidh 
Aig  Bbatarlàidb  nan  àr  tròm, 
Cbo  dlùtb  's  ga'n  robb  'mbeatailt  àigh 
Ga'n  còmbdaeb  bbo  bbarr  gu  bonn. 
Bheucbd  Leògbunn  Bbreatuinn  le  sgairt  :- 
"As  oirbb  a  Cbuileinean  graidb! 
Gbeibb  sibh  tballud  sealbb  gu  pailt, 
Glacaibb  a's  casgraibb  'ur  sàtb." 
'Sin  far  an  robb  spòltadb  truagii, 
Lannan  luatba  'bruanadb  cbnamh, 
Closacbain,  'n  am  plod-fhuil  ruadb, 
A'  dearg-dbatli  gacb  cluan  do'n  bblàr. 
Leagb  am  meall  cruadbacb  gu  lèir 
Boimb  mbaoim  tbeinnti  nan  treun  mòr,, 
Amhuil  baideal  do  cbeò  ciar 
A  sgapas  a  gbrian  mu  nòinl 
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For  this  the  vahant  Gael  shine  renown'd, 
With  glory's  never-fading  laurels  crown'd ; 
Now  rais'd  aloft,  Old  Caledonia's  name, 
With  lasting  beams  shall  gild  the  sphere  of  fame. 
Hail,  chiefs  and  patriots  now  combin'd  to  save 
Our  ancient  rites  from  time's  all  swallowing  grave  ! 
While  you  protect  the  sea-girt  queen  of  isles, 
She  stands  secure  of  force  and  fraud ful  wiles. 
The  Gael's  freedom  fenc'd  by  sacred  laws 
Now  joins  his  own  with  his  dear  country's  cause : 
The  Gaelic,  sham'd  and  fetter'd  now  no  more, 
Resumes  full  empire  on  her  fav'rite  shore. 
Auspicious  era,  hail!    The  power  of  love 
Descending  from  the  blissful  thrones  above, 
With  the  fair  choir  of  Virtues,  hand  in  hand, 
Shall  fix  their  reign  in  Albyu's  favour'd  land. 
Discord,  and  fell  oppression,  head-long  thrown, 
On  hell's  red  rocks  with  tortur'd  fiends  shall  groan : 
The  spring  of  heav'n  shall  now  with  fost'ring  gales, 
Make  our  hills  green,  and  fertilize  our  vales. 
Youths,  herds,  and  flocks,  unnumber'd  swarm  around, 
Thick  as  the  ferns  that  skirt  the  sylvan  bound, 
Arts,  tillage,  commerce,  reai-  a  patriot  train, 
To  wield  the  sword,  or  plough  the  spacious  main ; 
While  Christian  truth,  and  classic  learning  join'd, 
Unfolding  all  the  boundless  realms  of  mind. 
Refining  love  shall  thus  his  warmth  diffuse, 
Peace,  grace,  and  bliss  distil  empyreal  dews, 
And  the  great  Age,  in  rolls  of  fate  foretold, 
Beam  on  our  happy  Isle  with  rays  of  Gold. 
Thou,  at  Avhose  potent  word  primeval  light, 
Flash 'd  through  chaotic  glooms,  and  scatter'd  night, 
Sov'reign  of  heav'n  and  earth  !  vouchsafe  to  smile 
With  choice  regard  on  Freedom's  Western  Isle! 
May  the  great  fabric  of  her  threefold  sway 
Endure,  till  earth  and  seas  and  skies  decay  I 
Preserve  our  prince,  the  realm's  illustrious  heir; 
His  hfe,  his  throne,  be  thy  perpetual  care  I 
Preserve  our  state  from  faction's  rending  jars; 
Preserve  the  hosts  that  bravely  fight  our  wars ; 
Preserve  the  native  rights  that  form  our  boast, 
Preserve  the  Oaken  Mound  that  walls  our  coast ; 
May  British  Majesty  unrivall'd  shine. 
While  Phoebe's  force  attracts  the  surging  brine, 
And  ev'ry  flag  on  ocean's  breast  unfurled 
Revere  the  mistress  of  the  watVy  world. 
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'N  a  lorg  sud  tha  meas  a's  miagh 
Air  Clann  Ghàidheal  nan  colg  geur ; 
Biclh  cliìi  gach  linn  air  an  gniomh 
Fhad  's  a  dli'iadlias  grian  nm'n  speur. 

Mile  beannachd,  mile  buaidh, 
Air  Comunn  uaislean  mo  rtiin : 
Cha  snisnicli  Breatunn  le  fìamh 
A's  sibhse  mar  dhion  ar  a  cùl. 
Thog  Albuiun  a  ceann  le  h-uaiU, 
Dh'fhuasgiadli  a'  Ghàilig  d  snaoim, 
Tha  còir  gach  saorsain  gu  feum 
Aig  sliochd  Ghàidheal  nam  beus  grinn. 
Tliig  sonas,  a's  bliochd,  a's  maoin, 
Fial'aclid  a's  tlus,  faoilt'  a's  bàigh ; 
Sgaoilidh,  'n  am  mìltean,  'ur  siol 
Mar  flirainich  nam  fiadh-gbleann  fàs. 
Eiridh  gaisreadh  ghallan  ùr 
A  dhion  Bhreatuinn,  mar  mhùr  prais, 
'S  an  ifrinn  loisgeacli  nam  pian 
Taisgear  folaclid  fo  chiad  glas. 
Bidh  eòlas  a's  creidimh  fior 
A'  stiùradli  nan  gniomh  le  beachd, 
'S  tionnsgnaidh  an  Aois  Oir  'an  sith, 
Mar  a  dh'òrduigh  Eigh  nam  feart. 

Thus',  a  las  an  aibheis  chian, 
Le  'saoghalaibli  's  le  'grianaibh  iiiil! 
Didein  Ban-Impir'  a'  chuain 
Gu  la  Luan,  mar  chloich  do  shiil. 
Coisrig  i  deas  agus  tuath, 
Coisrig  gach  sluagh  tha  fo  'reachd, 
'S  am  boile  nan  deubhadh  garg 
Treòraich-sa  gu  sealbh  a  feachd. 
Deònaich  d'ar  Prionns'  òirdheirc,  àigh 
Saoghal  aoibhin  'sgach  àrd-bhuaidh; 
Beònaich  sàr  ghliocas  d'a  chùirt, 
Chum  's  gu'n  dearbh  iad  iiiil  do  d'  shluagh. 
Naomhaich  ar  lagh,  gièidh  ar  coir, 
Gun  cham  fhòirneart  'g  am  buin'  dinn, 
'S  aig  Mòrachd  Bhreatuinn  biodh  bàrr, 
Fo  d'  shaor  ghràs  bho  linn  gu  linn. 
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THE  EMIGRANT. 

Fast  by  the  margin  of  a  mossy  rill, 
That  wander'd,  gurg'ling,  down  a  heath-clad  hillj 
An  aged  peasant  stood,  oppress'd  with  woe, 
And  eyed  the  ocean's  flood  that  foam'd  below. 

Where,  gently  rocking,  on  the  rising  tide, 
A  ship's  unwonted  form  was  seen  to  ride ; 
Unwonted  well  I  ween,  for  ne'er  before 
Had  touch' d  one  keel  the  solitary  shore. 

Nor  had  the  swain's  rude  footsteps  ever  stray'd. 
Beyond  the  shelter  of  his  native  shade: 
His  few  remaining  hairs  were  silver  gray, 
And  his  rough  face  had  seen  a  better  day. 

Around  him,  bleating,  stray'd  a  scanty  flock. 
And  a  few  goats  o'erhung  the  neighb'ring  rock; 
One  faithful  dog  his  sorrows  seem'd  to  share, 
And  strove,  with  many  a  trick,  to  ease  his  care. 

While,  o'er  his  furrow'd  cheeks,  the  salt  drops  ran, 
He  tun'd  his  rustic  reed,  and  thus  began: — 
^'Farewell!  Farewell!  dear  Caledonia's  strand. 
Rough  though  thou  be,  yet  still  my  native  land: 

"  Exil'd  from  thee,  I  seek  a  foreign  shore, 
Friends,  kindred,  country,  to  behold  no  more. 
By  hard  oppression  driven,  my  helpless  age 
That  should,  e'er  now,  have  left  life's  bustling  stage. 
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AN  T-EILTHIREACH. 

Aig  caochan  nan  srann  a's  nan  lùb, 

'Bha  le  tùclianaich  teàrnadh  o'n  chreig, 
Sheas  àireach  nan  trend  's  e  gun  sunnd, 

A  chridhe  le  fòirneart  fo  smal. 
O'n  fhireacli,  'bha  còmhdaicht'  le  fraoch. 

An  t-aosda  thug  stiil  air  an  loch 
'Bha  luasgadh  le  iomairt  na  gaoith, 

'S  a'  bualadh  air  cladach  gun  chlos. 
Air  uachdar  na  tuinne  air  tràigh, 

Far  nach  b'  àbhaist  do  bhàta  a  bhi, 
Bha  long  nan  crann-àrda  na  tàmh, 

'N  a  h-ioghnadh  do  'n  àireach  's  d'a  mhic. 
Seach  beanntaibh  a  ghràidh  a's  a  ghaoil 

De'n  t-saoghal  cha'n  fhacaidh  e  dad; 
'S  air  dha  bhi  nis  Hath  leis  an  aois 

O'n  sealladh  cha'n  iarradh  dol  as. 
Bha  na  caoraich  a'  mèilich  r'a  chluais, 

'S  na  h-uain  a'  mireag  gu  mear; 
Agus  gobhair  ag  iarraidh  nam  bruach 

'An  tòir  air  eaghann  's  air  cneamh. 
Bha  'n  gaodhar  nach  do  dhiobair  e  riamh 

Ag  iarraidh,  le  iomadh  lùchleas, 
Solas  aiseag  d'a  chombanach  Hath, 

'S  a  chridhe  ath-nuadhach'  le  gean, 
Na  chunnaic  e  dhriiigh  air  gu  trom, 

Agus  Itib  e  'cheann  fo  throm  sprochd ; 
A  dheuraibh  bhruchd  a  nuas  mar  an  tonn, 

'S  air  a  chlàrsaich  gu'n  d'  sheinn  e  mar  so  :■ 
"0  Albuinn  I  slàn  leat,  slan  gu  bràth — 

Am  fhòg'rach  's  èiginn  dhomhsa  triall 
O'n  ghleann  's  an  d'  fhuair  mi  m'àrach  tràth- 

An  tìr  's  an  robli  mo  dhislean  riamh. 
"Tha  ainneart  cruaidh  'gam  chur  air  falbh, 

A's  tir  mo  ghaoil  cha'n  fhaic  mi  'choidhch,- 
Cha  till,  cha  till  mi  nail  thar  sail' 

A  chòmhradh  ri  mo  chàirdean  caomh. 
Tha  aois  na  h-uallach  orm  'tha  trom, 

'S  mo  chasan  lag  air  chrith  gu  luath; 
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"  Is  forc'cl  the  ocean's  boist'rous  breast  to  brave, 
In  a  far  distant  land  to  seek  a  grave. 
Thou  dear  companion  of  my  happier  life, 
Now  to  the  grave  gone  down,  my  virtuous  wife! 

"  'Twas  here  you  rear'd,  with  fond  maternal  pride, 
Five  comely  sons:  three  for  their  country  died  ! 
Two  yet  remain,  sad  remnant  of  the  wars, 
Without  one  mark  of  honour — but  their  scars. 

"  Contented  still  we  rear'd,  with  sturdy  hands, 
The  scanty  produce  of  our  niggard  lands; 
Scant  as  it  was,  no  more  our  hearts  desir'd — 
No  more  from  us  our  gen'rous  lord  requir'd. 

"  But,  ah,  sad  change  !  those  blessed  days  are  o'er. 
And  peace,  content,  and  safety,  charm  no  more: 
Another  lord  now  rules  these  wide  domains, 
The  avaricious  tyrant  of  the  plains. 

"  Far,  far  from  hence,  he  revels  life  away, 
In  guilty  pleasure ;  our  poor  means  must  pay. 
The  mossy  plahis,  the  mountain's  barren  brow, 
Must  now  be  tortur'd  by  the  tearing  plough. 

'•  On  you,  dear  native  land!  from  whence  I  part, 
Rest  the  best  blessing  of  a  broken  heart. 
If,  in  some  future  hour,  the  foe  shall  land 
His  hostile  legions  on  Britannia's  strand, 

''  May  she  not,  then,  the  alarum  sound  in  vain, 
Nor  miss  her  banish'd  thousands  on  the  plain. 
Feed  on,  my  sheep:  for,  though  depriv'd  of  me, 
My  cruel  foes  shall  your  protectors  be ; 
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«  AM    0  mo  chreach!  ar  n-uacM'ran  dheug, 
.■nM  -bbvUchdas  do  nalmbdean  mu  u^.    >, 

assess?: 

..Mo  chaoirich  io^altraibh-se  gun  sg^*. 

'TTv  mneil  on  t-sionnacli  bicm  sd,ui , 
L„id'2S.iu.tiùraicU^.^^^^^^^^^ 
•  Air  sgàtli  am  buannaclid  sliao^n 
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"  For  their  own  sakes,  shall  pen  your  straggling  flocks 
And  save  your  lambkins  from  the  rav'nous  fox. 
Feed  on,  my  goats:  another  now  shall  drain 
Your  stream,  that  heal  disease,  and  soften  pain. 

"  No  stream,  alas !  shall  ever,  ever  flow 
To  heal  your  master's  heart,  or  soothe  his  woe. 
But,  hark  !  my  sons  loud  call  me  from  the  vale ; 
And,  lo  !  the  vessel  spreads  her  swelling  sail. 

''Farewell!  Farewell!" — Awhile  his  hands  he  wrung. 
And,  o'er  his  crook,  in  silent  sorrow  hung  : 
Then,  casting  many  a  ling'ring  look  behind, 
Down  the  steep  mountain's  brow  began  to  wind. 


SPRING.* 

With  the  dawning  of  Spring  the  song  shall  arise, 
As  the  herbs  spring  anew  under  kindlier  skies  ; 
All  nature  is  glad,  gone  the  source  of  her  woe — 
Hear  how  sweetly  the  strains  of  the  choristers  flow. 

The  Winter  has  passed  from  the  climes  of  the  North, 
Instead  of  its  chill  breath  the  warmth  issues  forth ; 
The  hail-stones,  so  frigid  in  bleak  other  days, 
Are  dissolved  in  the  heat  of  the  bright  solar  rays. 

The  sun  is  now  sending  his  radiance  abroad, 
From  the  East  to  the  West  on  his  high  azure  road  ; 
While  the  primrose,  that  erst  was  concealing  its  head, 
Is  decking  with  beauty  the  mountain  and  glade, 


*  The  authorship  of  this  Poem  has  been  attributed  to  Dr.  N. 
M'Leod  in  consequence  of  our  supposing  that  the  initials,  "0.  T." 
were  but  a  mistaken  transposition  of  "T.  O."  the  well-known 
signature  of  Dr.  M'Leod.  We  had  a  communication  from  Mr 
John  White,  Easdale,  certifying  that  "  Spring"  is  the  production 
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"A  ghobh'raibh  breac  o'n  trie  a  fhuair 

Mi  cuachag  bhliochd  gun  mboit,  gun  sgraing, 

A  dh'  f  hògair  easlainte  o  m'  ghruaidh, 

A's  leis  an  d'  fhàs  mo  clilann  gun  mheang. 

''Ach  iocshlainte  cha  bhlais  mi  choidbch' 
A  Bgaoileas  cràdh  mo  chridbe'n  cèin; 

Ach  sguir,  mo  clilàrsacb,  sguir  a  d'  chaoidh, 
Tha  glaodh  mo  mbac  ga  m'  gbairm  o'n  bbeinn. 

''  Tha  glaodh  mo  mhac  ga  m'  ghairm  o'n  bbeinn, 

Na  siùil  tha  togta  ris  an  kiing; 
Slàn  le  m'  bheanntan,  slàn  le  m'  ghlinn, 

Mac-talla  choidhch'  mo  ghuth  cha  chluinn !" 

Ag  osnaich  's  a'  suathadh  a  làmh, 

Sheall  air  gach  àite  car  greis ; 
'S  o'n  aonach  a'  teàrnadh  gu  traigh 

B'  iomadh  stiil  'thug  an  t-àireach  air  ais. 


AN   T-EARRACH. 

'An  toiseacli  an  Earraich  bidh  an  t-òran  a'  fas 
Mar  chinneas  na  lusau  am  bi-oilleach  a'  bhlais; 
Tha  nàdur  fas  ait,  dh'  f  halbh  aobhar  a  bhròin, — 
Nach  cluinn  thu  na  ceileireau  'sheinneas  na  h-eòin. 

Tha  'n  Gearahradh  air  teicheadh  o'n  Deas  chum  an  Tuath, 
'S  an  àite  fiiachd  feannach  am  bias  'faotainn  buaidh ; 
'S  na  buidhneau  chlach-mheallain  bha  sgaiteach  o  cheiu, 
Air  leaghadh  gu  tlàs  ann  an  dearsa  na  grèiu\ 

Tha  'ghrian  nis  a'  sgaoileadh  a  gàirdean  a  mach — 

O'n  Ear  gus  an  lar  tha  i  'g  iarraidh  mar  theach; 

'S  an  t-sòbhrag  bha  greis  uainn  a'  folach  a  cinn, 

Le  caomh  mhais'  tha  'breacadh  a'  mhonaidh  's  na  glinu. 


of  his  brother,  the  late  Mr  Robert  White.  Through  the  kindness 
of  Mr  Peter  M'Naughton,  TuUipourie,  by  Dunkeld,  a  gentleman 
to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  many  other  literary  favours,  we 
are  enabled  to  give  this  English  translation  of  "  Spring,"  which 
we  are  sure  will  be  very  gratifying  to  the  friends  of  the  author. 
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But  Spring,  though  the  battles  of  elements  all 

Have  passed  from  the  Highlands  and  plains  of  the  Gall, 

Yet  think  not  of  slumber,  but  stern  vigils  hold, 

Lest  they  come  like  the  ravens  to  ravage  the  fold. 

The  strong  healthy  ploughman  is  tearing  the  steep, 
Overturning  the  sward  in  the  furrow  so  deep; 
The  sower  s.teps  smartly  dispensing  the  seed, 
While  after  him  closely  the  harrows  succeed. 

The  bloom-buds  of  Autumn's  fruit  swell  on  the  tree, 
And  the  green  hue  of  Spring  tinges  forest  and  lea  ; 
The  ant-hill  is  stirring — the  flies,  with  delight. 
Disport  in  the  beams  that  are  shining  so  bright. 

The  thistle  is  stretching  its  spiky  leaves  out, 
Defying  the  Winter  to  put  it  to  rout, 
No  wonder  the  grass  grows  so  rankly  and  full, 
There's  a  sun  in  the  heaven,  and  one  in  the  pool. 

The  woods  in  the" tempest  that  leafiessly  sighed, 
Are  covered  with  blossoms,  and  leaves  on  each  side. 
'Tis  pleasant  aloft  through  their  umbrage  to  peer, 
While  the  hum  of  the  honey-bee  sounds  in  my  ear; 

In  the  Awe,  the  fishes  that  ceaselessly  play, 
Are  seeking  the  flies  in  the  waterfall's  spray ; 
From  the  rock  the  otter  is  eager  to  spring, 
From  the  depth  of  the  pool  the  salmon  to  bring. 

The  goat  is  essaying  to  rise  on  the  steep, 
While  teaching  her  young  one  so  agile  to  leap  ; 
The  lamb  round  the  bushes  aye  sportively  runs. 
While  its  dam  for  it  seeks  by  the  brinks  of  the  linns. 

Round  the  high  peaks  af  Cruachan  the  birds  are  in  flight, - 
The  strong-pinioned  eagle,  the  raven,  the  kite; 
In  my  ears  the  lowing  of  red-deer  is  heard. 
And  the  song  of  the  maiden  amilking  the  herd. 

The  sun  now  has  set  on  the  bright  vernal  day, 
And  gone  to  deliver  the  charms  up  to  May; 
I  see  Summer  coming  o'er  mountain  and  tarn, — 
There  is  joy  in  the  valleys  and  woods  of  Muc-caru ! 
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Ach  Earraich,  ged  chaidh  uait  na  baideil  air  chall, 
'S  a  dh'f  hag  iad  an  Ard-thir  a's  còmhnard  nan  Gall, 
Dean  faicill  mar  ghaisgeach,  na  smuainich  air  suain, 
Mu'm  pill  iad  mar  f  hithich  a  mhilleadh  nan  uau. 

Tha'n  t-airean  gun  euslain  a'  reubadh  nan  cnoc, 

'S  a'  tionndadh  nan  neòinean  'measg  iiir  anns  a'  ghlaic  ; 

Fear  eile  gu  surdail  a'  sgapadh  an  f  hrois, 

Agus  each  a's  cliath-chliata  nan  deann  aig  a  chois. 

Tha  bar-gucag  an  Fhoghair  ag  at  air  a'  chraoibh, 
A's  lith  uain'  an  Earraich  a'  sgaoileadh  gach  taobh ; 
Tha'n  tom-sheangan  a'  gluasad,  's  a'  chuileag  gu  mear, 
A'  dannsadh  's  a'  ghrian-ghath  tha  'sineadh  o'n  Ear. 

Tha  'm  foghnan  a'  sineadh  a  shleaghan  a  mach, 
'Toirt  dùlan  do  'n  Gheamhradh  ris  pilleadh  gu  'theach. 
Cha  'n  ioghnadh  learn  idir  mar  chinneas  am  feur, 
Tha  grian  anns  an  linne,  's  aon  eile  's  an  speur. 

Tha  'choill  a  bha  lomuochd  a'  feadail  's  a'  ghaoith 
'Ga  comhdach  le  duilleach,  a's  blathaibh  gach  taobh. 
Is  taitneach  an  sealladh  bhi  'g  amharc  a  suas, 
A's  srannan  an  t-seillein  a'  seinn  ann  am  chluais. 

'S  an  A  tha  na  h-eisg  tha  ri  mire  gun  chlos, 
A'  sireadh  nan  cuileag  taobh  geal-bhuinne  cas; 
'S  heist  donn  air  sgorr  creige  air  chritli  gu  bhi  shios 
An  doimhneachd  'an  aìgeìn  thoirt  bradain  a  nios. 

Tha  ghobhar  a'  faochnadh  ri  aodan  a'  chnaip, 
A'  teagasg  d'a  minuean  an  ealaiu  air  streap  ; 
Agus  uan  a'  sior  mhii-eag  mu'n  cuaii't  air  a'  phreas, 
'.•^  a  mhathair  ga  shireadh  mu  bhruachaibh  an  eas. 

Air  àrd  uiliun  Chruachain  tha  gluasad  uan  eun — 
Am  fitheach,  an  croman,  's  an  iolaire  threun  ; 
'S  gu  m'  chluasaibh  tha  'tighinn  àrd  lagan  an  f  heidh, 
Agus  ceòlan  na  h-ainnir  's  i  'leigeil  na  spreidh. 

Tha  ghriun  nis  ah'  luidhe  air  Earrach  an  àigh, 
'S  e  le  aoidh  'dol  a  liubhairt  an  ail  suas  do'n  Mhàgh ; 
Chi  mi  'n  Samhradh  a'  tighinn  air  uilinn  nan  earn, 
'S  gàir  ait  anus  na  gleannaibh  's  an  coille  Mhuc-càrn ' 
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^THE  WHOLE  CREATION  GROANETH." 

I  walked  amid  tlie  forest  where 

The  autumn  wind  had  past, 
And  blighted  all  its  wealth  of  leaves, 

They  shivered  in  the  blast; 
And  as  I  looked  there  came  the  thought 

Of  that  Eternal  Spring, 
Which  will  not  have  one  faded  hue 

To  mar  its  hallowing ! 

I  marked  the  beast  of  burden, 

Yea,  the  brute  of  ev'ry  kind. 
And  man  opprest  it,  though  he  boasts 

A  soul  and  lofty  mind; 
Yea,  to  my  ears  it  seemed  as  if 

From  earth's  life-teeming  sod, 
One  loud  and  bitter  cry  of  woe 

Arose  to  nature's  God. 

I  looked  to  man,  and  lo!  his  life 

Was  one  continued  chain 
Of  strife  and  sorrow,  care  and  grief. 

And  ah!  how  much  of  pain! 
Exposed  to  troubles  from  without, 

A  prey  to  foes  within. 
The  cause  and  consequence  behold 

In  sin — accursed  sin! 

I  watched  the  Christian  and  beheld, 

That  though  his  serious  eye 
Was  often  kindled  up  to  joy 

By  sunbeams  from  on  high, 
Yet  doubt  would  cloud  his  brightest  hope, 

And  his  repentant  moan 
AVas  far  the  saddest  tone  that  swelled 

Creation's  choral  groan. 

But  there  were  moments  when  his  faith 
Seemed  merged  in  actual  sight, 

And  he  beheld  that  glorious  time 
Through  dark  Creation's  night, 
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'AN  CRUTHACHADH  UILE  AG  OSNAICH." 

Na  claisean  fliuch  bha  lionta  suas 

Le  duilleach  ruadh  nan  craobh, 
A  bha  le  gaoth  an  fhaoghair  fhuair, 

lom-luaisgte  air  gach  taobh ; 
An  uair  a  dli'  amliairc  mi  mu  'n  cuairt 

Ghrad  smuaiutich  mi  le  h-aoibh 
Mu  theachd  an  earraich  sbiormidh,  bhuaiu 

'S  nam  blàth  bbios  nuadh  a  cboidhch! 

Chunnaig  mi  'n  t-ainmhidh  sàruicbt',  soirbli, 

'S  na  brtiidean  balbh  gu  lèir, 
Bho  'n  duine  'fulang  ainneart  doirbh 

Ged  tba  e  'n  dealbh  a  Dhè; 
Seadh,  bha  e  dhomhs'  mar  aon  chruaidh  ghlaodh 

Bho  ghnuis  an  t-saoghail  mu  'n  cuairt, 
Bha  'g  èiridh  suas  ri  Dia,  a  thaobh 

Am  pèin  's  an  daorsa  chruaidh. 

Chunnaig  mi  'u  duine  's  bha  e  ghnàtli 

Gun  fhois  bho  chràdh  no  caoidh, 
'S  an  acain  throm  na  uchd  a  bha 

A  dh'  oidhch'  's  a  la  ga  chlaoidh  1 
A  mach  bha  uilc  do-chunnt'  fa  sgaoil, 

'S  bha  naimhdean  baoth  a  steach ; 
Am  pòr  'san  toradh,  taobh  ri  taobh, 

Dh'  f hag  glaodh  a'  bhròin  's  gach  teach  1 

A  thaobh  a'  Chriosduidh  ghabli  mi  beachd, 

Ged  chite  fois  'na  ghniiis, 
'S  le  solus,  mar  'o  nèamh  a'  teachd, 

Ged  las  gu  trie  a  shtiil ; 
Gidheadh  a  dhòchas  shiùbhladh  uaitli', 

'S  cha  robh  aon  fhuaim  fo  nèamh 
A  leth  cho  mulaideach  do  m'  chluais 

Ri  osnaich  chruaidh  a  chlèibh. 

Ach  bheirt'  am  brat  corr  uair  a  thaobh 

Tha  'n  tràths'  a'  roinn  nan  sian, 
'S  an  t-àm  sin  chitheadh  e  le  h-aoibh 

Troimh  dhuibhre  oidhche  tiom, 
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When  this  lost  world  will  be  again 

To  perfect  bliss  restored, 
And  every  creature  hail  with  joy 

The  presence  of  its  Lord! 

But  oh !  to  him  the  sweetest  thought 

Was  that  his  sin  would  be 
No  more  a  burden,  and  his  soul 

From  its  defilement  free; 
That  clouds  of  unbelief  and  doubt 

Could  never,  never  come 
To  hide  his  Saviour,  and  obscure 

His  title  to  his  home. 

Oh !  happy  hour,  when  all  will  be 

In  strong  alliance  bound, 
The  mighty  chain  of  Christian  love 

About  each  spirit  wound; 
When  renovated  earth  proclaims 

Decay  and  Death  are  o'er, 
And  praise  is  glad  Creation's  voice — 

Her  groan  is  heard  no  more ! 


THE  LAMENT  OF  DAYID  OVER  SAUL  AND 
JONATHAN. 

The  beauty  of  our  land  lies  slain, 

On  wild  Gilboa's  side, 
Our  mighty  ones  are  fallen, 

In  their  valour  and  their  pride : 
Tell  not  in  Gath  nor  Askelon 

That  they  are  lying  low. 
Lest  fierce  PhiHstia's  mocking  maids 

Be  joyous  in  our  woe. 

Ye  mountains  of  Gilboa, 

Be  never  more  on  you 
The  showers  and  promise  of  the  spring, 

Nor  summer's  gentle  dew ! 
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'Nuair  clh'  aisigear  gu  sonas  buaii 

An  saoghal  truagli  so  ris, 
'S  a  bhios  air  raaitheas  Righ  imn  sluagli 

Gu  h-ait  a'  luaidh  gach  dì. 

Ach  so  an  smuain  a  tliog  a  chrìdh', 

Nacli  milleadh  ni  gu  bratli 
An  t-saorsa  gheibheadli  e  's  an  t-sitli 

0  pheacadh  gniomh  a's  cail; 
'S  gu  cian  nan  cian  nach  èireadh  suas 

Ciiis  ruglia  gniaidh,  no  neul 
A  dh'  fholacb  gniiis  Fbir-saoraidh  uaitb', 

No  'choir  air  suaimhneas  nèimb. 

Oh !  am  an  àigh  'n  uair  bhios  gach  treubh 

Mar  aon  fo  nèamh  gu  lèir, 
Gach  skiagh  is  ciuneach  a  toirt  graidh 

Do  Dhia  's  do  chach  a  chèil' ; 
An  uair  a  dh'  eigheas  fonn  a's  cuan 

Gu  'u  d'  sgriosadh  uaigh  a's  bàs, 
A's  tuilleadh  acain,  pèin  no  truaigh, 

Nach  bris  air  cluais  gu  bràth. 


CUMHA  DHAIBHIDH  AIR  SON  SHAUIL  AGUS 
lONATAIN. 

Tha  mais'  an  t-sluaigh  air  beannntaibh  garbh 

Ghilboa  sinnt'  gun  treòir; 
Oir  thuit  ar  gaisgich  chumhachdach 

'An  aird'  an  trèin'  's  an  glòir : 
Na  cluinnte  'n  Gat  no'n  Ascelon 

Gur  h-iosal  cinn  nan  sonn, 
Mu'n  dean  na  h-òighean  Philisteach 

'N  ar  bròn-ne  uaill  le  fonn. 

A  shleibhtean  àrd  Ghilboa 

Na  sileadh  oirbh  gu  bràth 
'S  an  earrach  frasan  gealltaunach, 

No  druchd  's  an  t-samhradh  bhiàth ! 
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For  OQ  your  steeps  the  royal  shield 

Was  vilely  east  away, 
And  dead  amongst  the  countless  slain, 

The  anointed  monarch  lay. 

Foremost  in  fight  the  matchless  bow. 

Of  Jonathan  was  bent, 
Foremost  in  fight  the  fiery  sword. 

Of  Saul  destroying  went; 
Like  eagles  swift,  hke  Hons  strong. 

Their  lovely  lives  were  one. 
And  now,  unparted  in  the  grave, 

They  slumber,  sire  and  son. 

Daughters  of  Israel,  weep  for  them. 

Whose  vaHant  hearts  are  cold, 
Who  gave  the  scarlet  robes  ye  wear. 

And  wreathed  your  locks  with  gold  ! 
O  Jonathan  !  full  sore  I  weep, 

For  thee,  sweet  brother  mine. 
For  passing  woman's  love  to  me, 

Was  that  dear  love  of  thine. 

How  are  the  mighty  fallen. 

On  high  Gilboa's  side. 
In  the  thickest  of  the  battle. 

In  their  glory  and  their  pride ! 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen. 

On  the  red  accursed  field. 
With  bow  and  blade  beside  them  laid. 

And  broken  spear  and  shield. 


THE  TEUE  HERO. 

Hk  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fame, 
Must  shun,  with  ever  watchful  aim. 

Entangling  things  of  hfe; 
His  couch  the  earth — heaven's  arching  dome 
His' airy  tent, — his  only  home 
The  field  of  martial  strife. 
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Oir  's  ann  an  sin  'cliaidh  sgiatk  an  rìgli 

A  thilgeadh  sios  le  tàir, 
'S  a  luiclh  am  measg  nam  miltean  marbh 

Corp  uasal,  ungt'  an  t-sàir. 

Bha  boglia  buadh'or  lonatain 

Air  thoiseacli  anns  gacli  càs  ; 
'S  air  thus  bha  claidheamh  millteach  Shauil, 

'S  na  lorg  chaidh  sgrios  a's  bàs; 
Mar  fhìr-eòin  luath,  mar  leògh'naibh  treun 

Maraon  bha  'm  beatha  chaomh ; 
'S  a  nis  'n  an  suain  tha  'n  righ  's  a  mhac, 

Neo-sgairte,  taobh  ri  taobh. 

A  nighnean  Israeil  deanaibh  caoidh 

Air  son  nan  gaisgeach  mòr, 
A  dh'eudaich  sibh  le  sgàrlaid, 

A's  a  chrùn  'ur  cinn  le  h-òr ! 
0 !  lonatain,  mo  bhràth'ir,  a'd'  dhèigh 

Is  goirt  mo  dheòir  's  mo  chràdh ! 
Oir  b'  iongantach,  thar  gaol  nam  ban, 

'S  bu  taitneach  dhomh  do  ghràdh. 

Cionnus,  mo  chreach !  air  beanntaibh  àrd 

Ghilboa  'thuit  na  sàir ! 
'An  àird'  an  glòir  's  am  mòralachd, 

'S  am  builsgean  dian  a'  bhlàir! 
Cionnas  a  thuit  na  cumhachdaich 

Air  faiche  dheirg  na  stri, 
A's  sinnt'  r'  an  taobh  tha  'n  sgiath  's  an  t-sleagh, 

Am  bogha  's  lann,  gun  chli ! 


AM  FIOR  GHAISGEACH. 

Esan  a  choisneadh  cliti  mar  threun 
Seachnadh  le  faicill  mhaith  's  le  cèill 

Gach  ni  bheir  tuisleadh  dha : 
An  làr  a  leaba,  's  nèamh  nan  speur 
A  phailiunn  'cumail  sgàil  air  fèiu — 

'S  an  àrfhaich  biodh  gach  tràth. 
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Unwearied  by  the  battle's  toil, 
Uncumber'd  by  the  battle's  spoil, 

No  dangers  must  affright; 
Nor  rest  seduce  to  slothful  ease; 
Intent  alone  his  Chief  to  please, 

Who  eall'd  him  forth  to  fight. 

Soldier  of  Christ,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
Worthy  that  epithet,  stand  free 

From  time's  eneumb'ring  things; 
Be  earth's  enthralments  fear'd,  abhor' d, 
Knowing  thy  Leader  is  the  Lord, 

Thy  Chief,  the  King  of  kings. 

Still  use,  as  not  abusing,  all 

"Which  fetters  worldlings  by  its  thrall : — 

With  fame,  with  power,  with  pelf. 
With  joy  or  grief,  with  hope  or  fear. 
Whose  origin  and  end  are  here, 

Entangle  not  thyself. 

These  close  enough  will  round  thee  cling, 
Without  thy  tight'ning  ev'ry  string 

Which  binds  them  to  thy  heart: — 
Despise  them  not!  this  thankless  were, 
But  while  partaking  them,  prepare, 

From  each  and  all  to  part. 


THE  LATE  PRINCE  CONSORT.* 

TV^liile  bounteous  harvest  teeming  o'er. 
Its  fulness  yields  on  every  hand — 
While  sweet  the  heather's  purple  bloom 
With  fragrance  fills  the  mountain  land — 


*  These  beautiful  verses,  composed  by  the  Rev.  D.  Fraser  of 
Feani,  obtained  the  First  Prize  at  the  Northern  Meeting  Com- 
petition in  1863.     Mr.  Fraser  very  generously  handed  over  the 
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Neo-chlaoidhte  biodh  e  'n  dèigh  na  streup, 
'S  neo-luchdaichte  le  spìiill  nan  euchd, 

Na  biodh  fo  gheilt,  no  fhiamh; 
Na  biodh  le  leisg  no  lunnd  e  mail, 
Ach  deanadh  toil  an  Ti  's  gach  àm 

A  ghairm  e  's  is  e  'Thriath. 

A  shaighdear  Chriosd,  mu's  maith  leat  fèÌL 
Bhi  airidh  air  an  ainm,  na  gèiU 

Do  dh'uallach  trom  na  feòF ; 
Do  chuing  an  t-saoghail  thoir-sa  fuath, 
Oir  's  e  do  Cheannard  Triath  nam  buadh, 

'S  do  Mhaighstir  Rìgh  na  glòir. 

Gu  li-iomchuidh  cleachd  na  fhuair  thii  mliaoin, 
'S  na  bi  mar  àireamh  mbòr  de  dhaoin' 

Fo  cliiiibhreach  dha  gach  là : 
Le  li-aoibhneas,  no  le  trioblaid  mhòir, 
A'  gairm  an  cuibhrionn  deth  's  an  stòr — 

Na  bi-sa  mar  tha  càch. 

Ged  nach  tarruing  thu  gacli  dual 

An  saoghal  iadhaidh  teann  mu'n  cuairt 

Do  chridhe  chealgaich  fèin : 
Air  maitheas  Dhè  na  dean-sa  tàir, 
Gidlieadh  'n  a  mhealladh  cuimlinich  tràth, 

Gu'n  tig  gu  gearr  an  t-eug. 


AM  PRIONNSA  NACH  MAIREANN. 

'N  uair  tlia  'm  fogh'radh  air  gacli  taobli 
A'  taomadh  sìos  le  tharbhachd  làn — 
'N  uair  tha  fàile  blàth  au  fhraoicli 
Gu  cùbhr'  a'  sgaoileadh  air  gacli  làimh ; 


Prize,  One  Guinea,  to  the  Treasurer  of  the  Tain  Ragged  School, 
The  Knghsh  translation  is  by  Mr.  Peter  M'Naughtou,  already 
mentioued. 


148 

Who  is  slie,  the  afflicted  Fair, 
Up  Lochnagar  that  wends  her  way. 
Her  sorrowing  face  and  weeds  of  woe 
Attesting  she  has  lost  her  stay  ? 

Who,  but  Victoria,  gracious  Queen, 
The  merciful,  the  true,  and  just, 
Bewailing  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Her  Consort  lowly  in  the  dust: — 
"0!  Albert,  object  of  my  love! 
From  the  high  place  where  is  thy  rest^ 
Dost  thou  behold  me  on  the  heath 
With  loneUness  and  grief  opprest  ? 

''Oft  here,  my  love,  retired,  alone, 

By  sheltering  bens,  'neatli  heavens  clear. 

Hast  thou  in  secrecy  avowed 

Thy  love  for  me  and  children  dear ! 

A  widow  I  am  left  behind, 

To  shed  the  tear  with  heavy  moan; 

While  they,  in  bitter  accents,  waii 

A  loving  father  from  them  gone. 

"  For,  och  nan  och,  the  heart  is  cold 
That  oft  beside  me  warmly  beat. 
All  mute  and  silent  in  the  tomb 
The  charming  tongue  without  deceit. 
The  lightsome  foot,  with  buoyant  step 
That  chased  the  deer  along  the  steep, 
Now  stretched  and  stiff — ah  !  utter  loss  !- 
The  grave  and  death  in  durance  keep ! 

"0 !  what  to  me  the  crown  I  wear  ? 
Or  palaces  with  splendour  gay? 
The  while  my  heart  is  broken,  bruised. 
Because  my  Prince  is  in  the  clay ! 
I  would  resign  my  sway  o'er  realms 
From  sunrise  to  his  going  down, 
To  meet  my  husband  on  this  hill, 
As  in  the  days  of  seasons  flown  I'* 
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Co  is'  a'  Bhaintigliearn  'tha  fo  ghruaim, 
A'  direadh  suas  ri  Lochnaiagàr, 
'S  a  tha  'giùlan  air  a  gruaidh 
Dearbhadh  gu  bheil  uaip'  a  sàr? 

Co  acli  Bhictoria  nam  beus, 
Banrigli  àghmhor  nan  ceud  buagh, 
'S  i  'tuireadb  air  mullach  an  t-sleibh 
A  chionn  a  ceil'  a  bhi  's  an  uaigb : — 
"'0!  Ailbeirt,  annsachd  mo  ghaoil! 
O'u  ionad  naomb  's  am  bbeil  do  tbàmli, 
An  leur  dbuit  mis'  air  lorn  an  fbraoich, 
A'  m'  aonar  an  so  fo  pbràmb  ? 

"An  so,  a  riiin,  is  trie,  leinn  fèin, 

Fo  gborm-bbrat  speur,  fo  fhasgadh  bbeann, 

A'  cbuir  tbu  gu  diombair  'an  cèiU 

Do  mbòr  spèis  dbomb  fein  's  d'  ar  clann  1 

Tha  mise  a'm'  bbantraicb  a'd'  dbèigh, 

A'  sileadb  dheur  fo'  osnaibh  tbrom, — 

Tba  iadsan  a'  cumba  gu'n  d'eug 

An  t-atbar  gràdbacb,  reul  nan  sonn. 

''Ocb  nan  Ocb!  tba'n  cridbe  fuar 
A's  trie  a  pblosg  le  biatbs  ri  m'  cblèitb ; 
Gun  smid  tba  tosdacb  anns  an  uaigb 
A'n  teanga'  luatb-gbaireacb  gun  bbeud. 
Tba  'cbos  bu  sbunndaicbe  ceum 
Air  tòir  an  fbèidb  ri  ucbd  nan  earn 
Gu  rag,  sinte — mo  ebreacb  lèir ! 
Fo  ebis  do'n  eug,  fo  gblais  a'  bbàis ! 

''O!  eiod  e  dbombsa  glòir  mo  ebriiin? 
Ciod  dbomb  Riebairtean  nan  sròl? 
'M  feadb  tba  mo  cbridbe  briste,  brìiit', 
A  cbionn  mo  run  a  bbi  fo'n  fbòid! 
Bbeirinn  m'  impireaebd  gu  lèir, 
0  èiridb  grèin'  gu  'luidbe  sios. 
Air  son  gu  'u  tacbradb  orm  mo  ebèil' 
Air  ucbd  an  t-slèibb  so  mar  o  cbian!" 
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HARK!  THE  HERALD  ANGELS  SING!* 

Hark !  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  king! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  !" 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies, 
With  the  angelic  host  proclaim, 
"  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem  !" 

Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored  ! 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord  ! 
Late  in  time  behold  Him  come, 
Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb ! 
Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see  1 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deity  ! 
Pleased  as  Man  with  man  to  dwell, 
Jesns  our  Immanuel ! 

Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace  I 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Risen  with  healing  on  His  wings : 
Mild,  He  lays  His  glory  by ; 
Born,  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 
Born,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Born,  to  give  them  second  birth. 


WHAT  ARE  THESE  IN  BRIGHT  ARRAY? 

What  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar,  night  and  day. 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song  ? 


*  His  Eoyal  Highness,  the  late  Prince  Consort,  set  the  four 
following  Hymns  to  music  some  years  ago.  Translations  of  these 
Hymns  in  Welsh,  Gaelic,  Irish  and  German  have  been  published 
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EISDIBH  LAOIDH  NAN  AINGLE  NAOMH. 

Eisdibh  laoidh  nan  aingle  naomh — 

"Glòir  do'n  naoidhean  an't-àrd-Rìgh! 
Air  thalamh  Gràs,  us  Tròcair  chaomh 

Dia  do  pheacaicli  'tairgseadh  sitli ! " 
Gach  nil'  fhine,  treubh,  'us  sluagh 

Togaibh  suas  le  h-aoibhneas  cridh' 
Ceòl  nan  nèamh,  an  t-'òran  nuadh — 

''Ann  am  Betle'm  nigadh  Criosd." 

Criosd  'tha  'g  àiteacli'  cliù  nan  nèamh, 

Criosd  gu  siorruidh  Righ  na  Glòir, 
Feuch  cia  h-iosal  nis  a  ghnè 

'Teachd  mar  leanabh  bochd  na  h-Oigh ! 
Sgàile  thalmhaidh  air  a  ghlòir; 

Gràsmhor,  solasach  an  sgeul, 
"'Dia  'n  a  cliòmhnuidh  anns  an  fheòil, 

losa  fior  Emanuel." 

Fàilt'  air  Prionnsa  caomh  na  sith'  1 

Fàilt'  air  losa  Grian  an  àigh  I 
Slàint'  us  son  as  tha  fo  'sgdith, 

Beath'  us  solus  do  gach  àl. 
'Mhòrachd  chuir  rè  seal  fo  sgàil; 

Cheannaich  gràs  do  chloinn  nan  daoin'— 
Saors'  0  pheacadh  'us  o  bhàs. 

Beatha  àghmhor,  shuthainn,  naomh. 


CO  IAD  SO  LE'N  TBUSGAm  SHOILLS'? 

Co  iad  so  le  trusgain  shoills', 

Sluagh  do-àireamh,  àrd  'an  giòir, 

Ait  a'  seinn  a  la  's  a  dh'  oidhch' 
Taobh  na  h-altrach  le  binn-cheòl? 


last  year  by  the  Rev.  Peter  Maurice,  D.  D.,  Yarnton,  near 
Oxford.  Through  the  kindness  of  the  Rev.  A.  Clerk,  Killmallie, 
who  translated  them  to  Gaelic,  we  are  enabled  to  give  them  here. 
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"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slain, 
Blessing,  honour,  glory,  power, 

Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain, 
New  dominion  every  hour  !  " 

These  through  fiery  trials  trod — 

These  from  great  affliction  came, 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  His  Almighty  Name. 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Yictor-palms  in  every  hand. 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown. 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead: 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear, 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 


THERE  IS  A  REST  FROM  SIN  AND  SORROW 

There  is  a  rest  from  sin  and  sorrow, 

There  is  a  land  of  perfect  peace ; 
In  patience  wait — a  brighter  morrow 

Shall  bid  thy  toils  and  conflicts  cease. 

0!  not  in  vain  the  rain-clouds  pouring 
Their  fulness  o'er  the  thirsty  earth  ! 

They  come,  its  faded  green  restoring, 
They  come  to  give  new  verdure  birth. 

O  !  not  in  vain  the  ploughshare  driven 

Down  in  the  soft  and  yielding  sod, 
In  furrows  deep,  designed  of  heaven. 

Is  cast  the  precious  seed  of  God ! 
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"'S  airidh  'n  t-Uan  a  fhuair  am  bàs 
Moladh  dha  'us  cliii  a  luaidh, 

Umhlachd,  urram,  agus  gràdli 
locadh  dha  gach  àm  's  gach  uair !" 

Slighe  dhocair,  annrach,  sgìth, 

Shiubhail  iad  tvè  bliròn  'us  pèin ; 
'Nis  tlia  iad  mu  'n  Chathair-Rìgh, 

Sgeadaicht'  ann  an  lomhaigli  Dhè. 
Dealrach  anu  an  èideadli  nuadh, 

Geugan  pailme  anns  gacli  làimh, 
'S  e  'm  Fear-Saoraidli  'thug  dhoibli  buaidh 

Thar  gach  buaireadh  'us  gach  nàmh. 

Saor  0  dhith  o,  thart,  's  o  thruaigh', 

Craobh  na  beatha  dhoibh  inar  lòn, 
'Rìgh  nan  rìgh' — 's  e  Criosd  an  t-Uan — 

Ni  'n  treòrach'  chum  nan  uisge  beò. 
Solas  àrd  tha  'n  àite  'bhròin, 

'An  àit'  eagail,  sìth,  'us  gràdh ; 
Sìabaidh  Dia  e  fèin  na  deòir 

0  gach  sùil  gu  sìor,  's  gu  bràth. 


THA  SUAIMHNEAS  ANN. 

Tha  suaimhneas  ann  o  pheacadli  's  àmhghar, 
Tha  tir  's  am  mealar  àgh,  'us  sìth ; 

Feith  le  foighid,  's  bheir  an  là  màireach 
Do  shao'ir,  's  do  chath  gu  bràth  gu  crìch. 

Cha  'n  ann  'an  dìomhain  tha  neòil  fhrasach 
A'  taomadh  'nuas  air  fearann  cruaidh ; 

Is  iad  'tha  'g  ùrachadh  a  mhaise, 

A'  toirt  dha  beatha,  brìgh,  'us  snuaigh. 

Cha  'n  ann  'an  diomhain  tha  'n  crann-arain 
A'  deargadh  talaimh  leis  an  sgriob ; 

Tha  'n  sgriob  a's  doimhne  air  a  tarruing 
Gu  leaba-ghineil  'thoirt  do  'n  t-siol. 
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And  not  in  vain  tlie  rod  that  chastens, 
And  not  in  vain  the  tears  that  flow — 

With  winged  speed  the  moment  hastens 
When  thou  the  need  of  all  shalt  know. 


COME,  WEARY  SOUL. 

Come,  weary  soul,  and  view  the  fountain 
Where  streams  do  flow  to  cleanse  from  sin ; 

The  blood,  once  shed  on  Calvary's  mountain, 
Has  power  to  make  the  foulest  clean. 

Here  mercy,  grace,  and  love  unceasing, 
A  feast  provide  for  all  who  come  ; 

^Vhile  peace  and  joy  and  light  increasing 
Attend  them  till  they  reach  their  home. 

Beyond  the  veil,  all  labours  ended, 
A  glorious  band  is  now  at  rest, 
With  Christ,  their  Lord  to  heaven  ascended, 
In  his  bright  presence  ever  blest. 


THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES.* 

Here  is  the  spring  where  waters  flow 
To  quench  our  heat  of  sin ; 

Here  is  the  tree  where  truth  doth  grow- 
To  lead  our  lives  therein. 

Here  is  the  judge  that  stints  the  strife 

When  men's  devices  fail ; 
Here  is  the  bread  that  feeds  the  life 

That  death  cannot  assail. 


*    These    Lines,   on    the    iucomparable    value   of   the    Holy- 
Scriptures,  with  a  Prayer  for  the  true  use  of  the  same,  were 
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Cha  mhò  tha  'n  dìomhain  geur-smachd  Dhè  ort; 

Cha  'n  aim  gun  aobhar  tha  do  dheòir; 
Is  dltitli  a  mhaduinn  aims  an  leugh  thu 

Leigheas  d'  auama  anns  gach  bròn. 


OM'ANAM!  FEUCH  AN  TOBAU  SLAINTEIL. 

0  m'  anam !  f euch  an  tobar  slàinteil 

A  niglieas  o  gach  uile  smal ! 
'N  fhuil  phriseil  a  dhòirt  Criosd  'n  a  ghràdh  dhuinn 

Ni  'n  neach  as  graineil'  àillidh,  geal. 

Tha  Tròcair  shìoruidh  'n  so  a'  sgaoileadh 
Cuirm  shòghmor  do  gach  aon  le  'n  àill : 

'Us  bheir  dhoibh  sonas,  sith,  'us  saorsa 
Air  gach  aon  cheum  gu  'n  dachaidh  àigh. 

'S  an  ionad  naomh — gach  saothair  criochuaicht' — 
Tha  cuideachd  ghlòrmhor  'nis  aig  sith, 

'S  le  'làith'reachd  ait  tha  'n  Tighearn  losa 
A'  toirt  Ian  aoibhneis  do  gach  crìdh'. 


NA  SGRIOBTUIREAN  NAOMHA. 

'S  e  'n  tobar  so  o'n  tig  an  sruth 
A  chiosnaicheas  gach  miann; 

'S  e  chraobh  e  air  an  cinn  am  meas 
A  bheir  dhuinn  neart  a's  rian. 

'S  e  so  am  breitheamh  chuireas  cosg 
Air  dosgainn  's  mi-rim  dhaoi ; 

'S  e  so  an  t-aran  bheir  dhuinn  neart, 
'S  am  bàs  am  feasd  cha  chlaoidh. 


prefixed  lo  some  of  the  earlier  Editions  of  the  English  Bible. 
The  spelling  is  somewhat  modernized. 
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The  tidings  of  salvation  dear 
Comes  to  our  ears  from  hence ; 

The  fortress  of  our  faith  is  here, 
And  shield  of  our  defence. 

Then  be  not  like  the  hog  that  hath 

A  pearl  at  her  desire, 
And  takes  more  pleasure  in  the  trough 

And  wallowing  in  the  mire. 

Read  not  this  book  in  any  case 

But  with  a  single  eye; 
Read  not  till  you  desire  God's  grace 

To  understand  thereby. 

Pray  still  in  faith,  with  this  respect, 

To  fructify  therein ; 
That  knowledge  may  bring  this  effect, 

To  mortify  thy  sin. 

Then  happy  thou  in  all  thy  life, 

Whatso  to  thee  befals; 
Yea,  doubly  happy  shalt  thou  be 

When  God  by  death  thee  calls. 


AWAKE,  MY  SOUL. 

Awake,  my  soul  I  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  early  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refresh'd  me  whilst  I  slept; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew; 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew: 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 
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Tha  sgeul  na  slàìnte  'tighìnn  gu'r  cluair: 

A  nuas  uait  fein  gach  am; 
Daingneach  'ur  creidimh  f òs  tha  'n  so, 

'S  ar  tearmunn  treun  nach  gann. 

Na  bi-sa  mar  a'  mhiic  a  gheibh 

An  neamhnuid  fo  a  bonn, 
'S  a  raoglinaiclieas  a  h-eabradh  fein 

Gu  h-iosal  anns  a'  plioU. 

An  leabhar  so  na  leugh  am  f  easd 
Gun  t-tirnuigh  chur  an  àird ; 

'S  an  aslaichear  leat  gràs  o  Dhia 
Air  son  a  sholuis  àigh. 

Le  creideimh  guidh  mar  so,  gach  am, 
Gu'm  fas  thu  ann  an  gràs ;    , 

'S  gu'n  tugadh  eòlas  air  a  thoil 
Air  peacadh  searg  'us  bàs. 

'N  sin  sona  bidh  tu  fad  do  re, 
A  dh'aindeòin  mi-rìin  nàmh ; 

A's  sona  bidh  tu  mar  an  ceudn 
'N  uair  thig  ort  fein  am  bàs. 


DUISG  THUS',  0!  M' ANAM. 

Diiisg  thus',  0 !  m'  anam,  leis  a'  ghrèin 
'S  imich  air  sligh'  do  dhleasnais  fein ; 
Mosgail  0  d'  airsneul,  's  tairg  gu  suilbhear' 
An  iobairt-mhaidne  do  d'  Chruithf  hear. 

Glòir  do  Dhia  a  ghlèidh  mi  slàn, 
'S  a  dh'  tiraich  mi  le  fois  'us  tàmh  : 
Deònaich,  o'n  uaigh  'nuair  dh'èireas  mi, 
Beatha  gun  chrioch  'an  riogh'chd  na  sìth'. 

Dh'  iocainn  as  ur  mo  bhòid  duit  fein ; 
Fuadaich  mo  chiont'  mar  dhrtichd  roi'n  ghrèin : 
Stiùir  mo  thoil,  'us  glèidh  mo  chrìdh', 
'S  le  d  làithreachd  fèin,  0 !  sàsuich  mi. 


158 

Direct,  control,  suggest  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say, 
That  t;ll  my  pow'rs  with  all  their  might/ 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Praise  God,  from  Whom  all  blessings  flow; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him,  above  angelic  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


KOCK  OF  AGES.* 

Rock  of  ages!  cleft  for  me! 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee! 


*  The  following  translations  of  this  popular  Hymn  have  been 
sent  to  us  lately.  The  first  is  by  Mr.  Archibald  M-Fadyen,  a 
native  of  Colonsay,  to  whose  pen  wo  ai-e  indebted  for  many  excel- 
lent pieces,  both  in  this  and  in  the  First  Series: — 

Ann  an  Carraig  dhion  nan  al 
Folaich  mi  am  meud  do  ghraidh; 
Biodh  le  cheile  'n  t-uisg'  's  an  fhuil, 
Huith  a  nuas  o  d'  thaobh  mar  thuil, 
'Glauadh  plàigh  a'  pheacaidh  uam: 
Dean  's  gach  ni  mi  'm  chreutair  nuadh. 

Cha  choimhlionar  do  lagh  a  chaoidh 
Le  deadh  ghniomharan  nan  daoidh  ; 
<7un  f  buai  achadh  ged  mhaireadh  m'  eud, 
'-^  a'  ruith  om'  shuil  gun  tàmh  an  deur, 
Bhiodh  iad  uile  gun  bhonn  stàth — 
J.eatsa  saorar,  'sleatsa  mliàin. 

Falamh  tha  mi  tigh  'n  dhuit  dluth, 

'Ad  Ohvann-ceusaidh  'mhàin  tha  m'  ùigh; 

Tha  mi  teachd  a  dhion  mo  nochd, 

Dh'  ihaotainn  cràis  'smi  anamhunn,  bochd; 

Neo-ghlan  ruitheam  chum  na  tuil, 

Kigh  mi,  'Shlànuighir,  a'd'  fhuil. 

Fad  's  a  bhios  mo  laithean  ann, 
'S  'nuair  a  thig  mo  reis  g'a  ceann, 
'N  nair  a  theid  mi  troimh  na  neòil. 
'iS  thus'  a  chi  mi  'd  chathair  mhoir, 
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'S  gach  ni  a  their,  no  thig  'am  bheaclid, 
Stitiir  thus'  an  diugh  'an  gèììì  do  d'  reachd, 
Gu'n  tugadh  dhuit-se,  mar  is  coir, 
Gach  run  'am  chridhe  cliù  'us  glòir. 

Molaibh-se  Dia  o  'm  bheil  gach  sonas ; 
Molaibh  e  'fhineachan  an  domhain; 
Molaibh  air  nèamh,  0 !  aingle  caomh ; 
An  t-Athair,  am  Mac,  's  an  Spiorad  Naomh. 


CARRAIG  NAN  LINN. 

A  Charraig  nan  Linn,  air  mo  shonsa  a  bhuaileadh, 
Dh'iarrainn-sa  dion  agus  fasgadh  uait-sa; 


Mo  steidh  's  mo  dhion  bi  thus',  a  Dhè, 
Folaich  mi  a'  d'  bhroilleach  fein. 

The  following  is  by  Mr.  Peter  M'Naughton,  Tullipourie,  trans- 
lated from  the  version  issued  by  the  Scottish  Episcopal  Synod, 
and  inscribed  by  him  to  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone,  as 
an  offering  of  heartfelt  regard  for  his  public  and  private  worth. 
The  reader  will  observe  that  a  stanza  is  omitted  in.  this  version. 

'Chreag  nan  àl!  'chaidh  sgolt'  dhomh  fein, 

Folaich  mi  a'd'  dhidean  treun; 

Bithidh  an  tobar  uisg  is  fuil, 

Thùirling  o  do  thaobh  'na  thuil, 

Do  pheac'  na  ioc  dhiibailt  Ian  ; 

"Shaor'  o  fhearg  's  gu  m'  dheanamh  glan. 

Eiric  'dhiol  cha'n  urrainn  mi, 

A'd'  Chrois  amhàin  'm  earbs  do  bhi ; 

Ged  a  shruthadh  choidhch'  mo  dheòir, 

Ged  bhidh  m'.eud  gun  chaochladh  treòir, 

'H-uile  cha  dean  m'  anam  slàn ; 

'S  Tusa  shaoras,  Thusa  'mhàin. 

Trà  ghluaiseas  m'anail  ghearr  le  iuil, 
'N  uair  a  dhùineas  bàs  mo  shùil, 
'N  uair  thriallas  mi  gu  saoghal  cein, 
A.n  làth'r  do  chathair  breitheanais  fein  ; 
'Chreag  nan  Al!  chaidh  sgolt'  dhomh  fein, 
Folaich  mi  a'  d'  dhidean  treun. 
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Let  the  water  and  tlie  blood, 

Erom  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed. 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 

Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labour  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  the  law's  demands : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save  and  thou  alone. 

Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Yile!  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die  I 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eye-lids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown. 
See  Thee  on  thy  judgement  throne, — 
Rock  of  ages,  shelter  me! 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee! 


CHRIST  ALL  IN  ALL. 

Q.  Kind  teacher,  may  I  come  to  learn 

In  this  abrupt  address. 
By  framing  questions  that  concern 

My  endless  happiness  ? 
A.  Yes,  but  if  you  would  learn  to  run 

The  great  salvation  race, 
Know  that  the  name  of  Christ  alone 

Can  answer  every  case. 
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Biodli  an  t-uisge  's  an  fhuil  a  tlia  'sruthadh, 
0  d'  clioluinn  naomha-sa  a  bhruthadh, 
Mar  leiglieas  dhomlis'  araon  blieir  saorsa 
0  chiont'  a'  plieacaidh  'us  o  'dhaorsa. 

Piar'  cha  tug  mise,  's  mi  gun  neart, 
Dod'  lagli  'tba  iomlan,  naomha,  ceart; 
Eudmhor  a  Ih  's  a  dh'  oidhch'  ged  bhithinn, 
Mo  dheura  bròin  a  gbnàth  ged  sbilinn, 
Cha  dioladb  so  mo  pheacadh  truaillidh, 
Thusa  mur  tearuinn,  romhams'  tba  truaigbe. 

Gun  duais  'am  laimb,  gun  ni  r'a  tbàirgs', 
Ri  crann  do  cbeusaidhs'  tba  mi  'n  earbs', 
Uait-sa,  's  mi  lomnocbd,  db'  iarrainn  còmbdacb, 
Uait-sa,  's  mi  anmbunn,  db'  iarrainn  còmbnadb  ; 
An  tobar,  'smi  truaillidb,  ruiginn  le  solas; 
Mur  glan  tbusa  fein  mi,  tba  mi  gun  dòcbas. 

Fbad  's  a  tba  'm  cbridbe  deò,  no  plòsg, 

'N  uair  dbiiineas  fuar-la  'bbàis  mo  rosg, 

'N  uair  sbiubblas  mo  spiorad  do'n  t-siorruidbeachd 

'S  a  cbi  mi  Tbu  fein  air  catbair  na  glòir,       [mbòir] 

A  Cbarraig  nan  Linn,  air  mo  sbonsa  a  bbuaileadh, 

'N  sin  db'  iarrainn-sa  dion,  agus  fasgadb  uait-sa. 


CRIOSD  NA  H-UILE  ANNS  NA  H-UILE.* 

1  Ciod  an  t-eòlas,  fbir-bbeatbacbaidb  'n  trend, 
Bbeir  dbomb  sonas  nacb  trèig  mi  gu  bràtb  ? 

^.  Eòlas  creidimb  air  losa  Mac  Dbè, 

'S  e  fbreagras  do  d'  fbeum  anns  gacb  càs. 


*  The  Gospel  Catechism,  by  Ralph  Erskine,  has  been  trans- 
lated about  fifty  years  ago  by  the  Rev.  J.  M'Gregor  of  Nova 
Scotia,  and  published  along  with  "  Dàin  a  Chomhnadh  Cràbh- 
aidh  ;  "  but  although  it  has  been  so  long  before  our  counti7men, 
we  believe  that  very  few  of  them  have  seen  the  English  of  it. 
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Q.  By  sin  my  God  and  all  is  lost, 
0 !  where  may  God  be  found? 

A.  In  Christ;  for  so  the  Holy  Ghost 
Shows  by  the  joyful  sound. 

Q.  But  how  will  God  with  sinful  me 

Again  be  reconciled? 
A.  In  Christ,  in  whom  his  grace  to  thee 

And  favour  is  revealed. 
Q.  0 !  how  shall  I  a  sharer  prove, 

And  see  his  glorious  grace? 
A.  In  Christ  the  image  of  his  love. 

And  brightness  of  his  face. 

Q.  Where  shall  I  seek  all  divine  store. 

And  without  fail  obtain? 
A.  In  Christ,  in  whom  forever  more. 

His  fulness  does  remain. 
Q.  But  how  shall  I  escape  and  flee 

The  avenging  wrath  of  God? 
A.  In  Christ,  who  bore  upon  the  tree 

That  whole  amazing  load. 

Q.  Alas!  I'm  daily  apt  to  stray. 

How  shall  I  heavenward  make? 
A.  Through  Christ  the  consecrated  way, 

Design'd  for  thee  to  take. 
Q.  Ah!  where 's  my  title,  right,  or  claim, 

To  that  eternal  bliss! 
A.  In  Christ  alone,  that  glorious  name, 

The  Lord  our  righteousness. 

Q.  But  who  unfit  can  enter  there. 

Or  with  such  nasty  feet? 
A.  Christ  by  his  blood  presents  thee  fair, 

His  Spirit  makes  thee  meet. 
Q.  May  not  my  spirit,  weak  as  grass. 

Fail  ere  it  reach  the  length? 
A.  Jesus  the  Lord  thy  righteousness, 

Will  be  the  Lord  thy  strength. 
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C.  Chaill  am  peacadh  dhomh  Dia  's  gach  ni  maith, 
C'àit'  am  faigh  mi  dhomh  fèin  iad  a  ris? 

F,  Ann  an  Criosd,  o'n  tha'n  Spiorad  toirt  brath, 
'S  an  sgeul  ait  a  tba  'n  siosgeul  na  sith. 

C.  Cionnas  idir  bhios  Dia  a's  mi  rèidh, 

Oir  'sèitidb  mo  pheacadh  'na  làtb'ir? 
F.  Ann  an  Criosd,  far  an  taisbean  e  fèin 

A  dbeadb-gbean  gu  lèir  dbuit,  's  a  gbràs. 
C.  C  ait  am  faigh  mi  deagb  shealladb  a's  roinn 

D'a  cbuid  gbràsan,  's  d'an  aoibbneas  ro  mbòr? 
F.  Ann  an  losa,  a  riochd  agus  'oigbr' 

Anns  an  soillsicb  gu  deabacb  a  gblòir. 

C.  C  ait  an  iarr  a's  am  faigh  mi  na  leòir, 

De  gach  ionmhas  a  chòmhnas  ri  m'  shlàint'  ? 
F.  Ann  an  Criosd  gheibh  thu  pailteas  ro  mhòr, 

Oir  tha  easan  an  còmhnuidh  gle  Ian. 
C.  C  ait  an  teich  mi  o'n  chorruich  ro  gheur 

A  tha  tuiteam  gu  lèir  air  mo  cheann? 
F.  Dh'ionnsuidh  Chriosd,  neach  a  ghiiilain  leis  fèin 

Corruich  uamhasach  Dhè  air  a  chrann. 

C.  Cia  mar  stiiiirear  mo  cheumanna  suas, 

A's  mi  buailteach  do  sheachran  a  ghnàth  ? 
F.  Is  e  Criosd  an  t-sligh'  choisrigte  nuadh 

Anns  an  gluais  thu  gu  di  reach  an  àird. 
C.  C'àit  am  faigh  mi  air  flaitheauas  coir, 

'S  air  an  t-sòlas  gun  chrich  a  th'  air  nèamh  ? 
F.  Ann  an  losa  an  Slànuighear  mòr, 

'Se  lehobha  ar  fireantachd  e. 

C.   Cia  mar  nithear  mis'  iomchuidh  air  glòir, 

'S  mi  CO  neò-ghlan  am  shiubhal,  's  am  ghniomh  ? 
F.  Ni  fuil  losa  thu  ceanalt  gu  leòir, 

Ni  a  spiorad  thu  bòidheach  gun  ghiamh, 
C.  Cia  mar  leanas  mi  'n  t-shghe  gu  'ceann, 

'S  mi  CO  fann,  'us  co  anmhunn  dhiom  fèin  ? 
F,  Bithidh  losa  'na  neart  duit  gach  am, 

'S  cha  bhi  'chobhair  dhuit  fann  ann  ad  fheum. 
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Q.  May  not  hellish  hosts,  and  foes, 

Sore  by  the  way  molest? 
A.  Christ  is  a  friend  to  bridle  those, 

And  give  the  weary  rest. 
Q.  May  not  the  guilty  conscience  brand, 

And  all  my  comfort  chase? 
A.  Christ  with  a  pardon  in  his  hand 

Can  show  his  smiling  face. 


Q.  But  how  can  divine  mercy  vent, 

Where  sins  are  great  and  strong? 
A.  Christ  is  the  channel,  with  descent, 

That  mercy  runs  along. 
Q.  But  may  not  Justice  interpose, 

And  stand  in  mercy's  way? 
A.  Jesus  did  pJl  the  debt  thou  owe 

To  divine  Justice  pay. 

Q.  Where  shall  mine  eyes  the  pardon  spy, 

Unto  my  saving  good? 
A.  In  Christ's  free  promise  see  it  lie. 

In  his  atoning  blood. 
Q.  What  ground  have  I  to  trust  and  say, 

The  promise  is  not  vain? 
A.  In  Christ  the  promises  are  Yea, 

In  him  they  are  Amen. 

Q.  But  where  is  Christ  himself,  0!  where. 

With  promises  so  sweet? 
A,  Christ's  in  the  promises,  and  there 

Thy  faith  and  he  may  meet. 
Q.  Is  Christ  in  them,  and  they  in  Christ? 

How  shall  I  this  descry? 
A.  His  blood  and  spirit  therein  list 

To  seal  and  to  apply. 

Q.   'Gainst  legal  fiery  threats  of  wrath. 

Pray,  what  defence  is  best? 
A.  Christ's  full  obedience  ey'd  by  faith: 

There  should  the  guilty  rest. 
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C.  Cia  mar  chlaoiclhear  mo  Daimhde  mii'n  cuairt,  ? 

Daoin'  as  deamhain  'g am  bhuaireadh  gun  sgur. 
F.  Tre  Chriosd  blieir  thu  tuilleadh  a's  buaidh, 

Chuir  e  'n  ruaig  air  na  naimhdibli  gu  tur. 
C.  Bidh  mo  cliogais  'g  am  dhiteadh,  's  'g  am  chràdli ; 

Cia  mar  clmirear  a  cnàmhadh  air  cliùil? 
F.  Nochdaidh  Criosd  duit  a  mliaitlieanas  Ian, 

'S  chi  thu  faoilt  agus  gean  air  a  ghniiis. 

C.  Cia  mar  ruigeas  orm  tròcair  gu  bràth, 

'S  lionmhor,  gràineil  mo  plieacanna  fèin  ? 
F.  Snithaidh  tròcair  troimh  Chriosd  ort  a  mhàin, 

'S  pailte  gràs  na  do  lochdan  gu  lèir. 
C.  Ach  nach  èirich  an  Ceartas  le  coir 

Eadar  trocair  'us  mise  am  feasd  ? 
F,  Fhuair  an  Ceartas  o  losa  na  leòir 

Arson  d'fhiachan,  's  bu  mhòr  iad  gun  cheisd. 

C.  C'àit  am  faicear  leam  maitheanas  fial 

Teachd  o  Dhia  dh'  ionnsuidh  m'  anma  gun  dàil  ? 
F.  Chi  thu  sud  ami  an  geallannaibh  Chriosd, 

Am  fuil  los'  a  rinn  rèite  le  'bhàs. 
C.  C'àit  am  faigh  mi  na  geallanna  fèin, 

'Nan  cultaic  ann  am  fheum,  's  'n  an  ctiis  earbs' '. 
F.  Ann  an  Criosd  tha  iad  uile  gu  lèir, 

'Nan  Seadh  'snan  Amen;  daingean,  dearbht'. 

C.  Agus  c'àit  am  bheil  Criosd :  Ochon !  C'àit, 

Le  'chuid  gheallannaibh  grasmhor  gu  lèir  { 
F.  Gheibhar  Criosd  anns  na  geallannaibh  'ghnàth, 

Chi  do  chreidimh  e  làth'ir  annt'  gun  bhreug. 
C.  Criosd  's  a  ghealladh !  's  an  gealladh  'an  Criosd ! 

Cia  mar  chi  mi  gur  fior  sud  le  chèil'  ? 
F.  Leis  an  Spiorad  bhi  càramh  fuil  los', 

'Us  a  gheallanna  lionmhor  riut  fein. 

C.  Ciod  an  dion  a's  an  teancadh  as  fearr 

Dhomh  0  bhagradh  neo-bhàigheil  an  reachd  ? 

F.  Sealladh  creidimh  de'n  timhlachd  chum  bàis, 
'A  thug  losa,  an  Slànuighear,  seach'. 
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Q.  But  how  shall  faith  be  had?     Alas  ! 

I  find  I  can't  believe. 
A.  Christ  is  the  author  of  that  grace, 

A.nd  faith  is  his  to  give. 

Q.  Ah!  when  may  faithless  I  expect 

He'll  such  a  bliss  bequeath? 
A.  He  will  of  unbelief  convict, 

And  pave  the  way  for  faith. 
Q.  Repentance  must  attend,  but  whence 

Shall  I  this  grace  receive  ? 
A.  Christ  is  exalted  as  a  Prince 

All  needful  grace  to  give. 

Q.  How  can  so  vile  a  lump  of  dust 

Heart-hohness  expect? 
A.  Christ  by  his  holy  Spirit  must 

This  gradual  change  effect. 
Q.  How  shall  I  do  the  works  aright 

I'm  daily  bound  unto? 
A.  Christ  in  thee,  by  his  Spirit's  might, 

Works  both  to  will  and  do. 

Q.  How  shall  my  maladies  be  healed, 

So  sore  molesting  me? 
A.  Christ  is  the  great  Physician  seal'd, 

'  The  Lord  that  healeth  thee. 
Q.  By  prayer  I  ought  to  seek  his  face, 

This  course  how  shall  I  drive? 
A.  'Tis  Christ  alone  that  has  the  grace 

And  spirit  of  prayer  to  give. 

Q.  Salvation-work  is  great  and  high, 

Alas!  what  shall  I  do? 
A.  Christ  as  the  Alpha  thereof  eye, 

And  the  Omega  too. 
Q.  What  pillar  then  is  most  secure 

To  build  my  hope  upon? 
A.  Christ  only  the  foundation  sure, 

The  living  corner-stone. 
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C.  Innis  CO  blieir  an  creidimh  sin  domhs', 
'S  mi  gun  treòir  leis  an  cuir  mi  e  'n  gniomli? 

F.  Cumaiclli  losa  ruit  creidimh  ri  d'  bheò, 
'Se  a  Cheannard  o  thus  gus  a'  clinch. 

C.  0!  c'  uin  a  gheibh  an  t-ascreidmheach,  mis', 

Tiolac  measail  a  chreidimh  o  Chriosd  ? 
F.  'N  uair  a  leigeas  e  t'  ascreidimh  ris, 

A's  tu  fiosrachadh  fhocail  'n  ad  sgios. 
0.  Bidh  an  t-aithreachas  feu  mail  gach  la, 

Cia  mar  gheibh  mise  càil  da  co  buan  ? 
F.  Gheibh  o  Chriosd,  chaidh  mar  cbeannard  an  àird 

Chum  an  gràs  sin  thoirt  seachad  d'a  shluagh. 

C.  Am  faigh  amhlair  co  truaillidh,  's  co  baoth, 

Glanadh  cridhe,  a's  naomhachd  gun  sgleò? 
F.  Gheibh ;  ni  Criosd,  an  Lighich'  tha  saor, 

Chuid  a  chuid  ort  an  caochladh  sin  fòs. 
C.  Cia  mar  ni  mi  na  h-oibre  gu  deas 

Tha  mar  dhleasdanas  orm  leis  an  reachd? 
F.  Bithidh  Criosd  ami  ad  'g  oibreach'  le  treis' 

Toil  a's  gniomh  gu  do  leas  chur  an  cleachd'. 

C.  Cia  mar  dh'  fheudar  mo  leigheas  gu  bràth, 

A's  mi  galarach,  gràineil,  ro  bhrùit'? 
F.  Bithidh  Criosd  duit  na  Lighich'  bheir  bàrr, 

'Se  an  Tighearn'  a  shlànuicheas  tu. 
C.  Seòl  mi  cionnas  a  dh'iarras  mi  'gbniiis, 

A's  mo  chridhe  's  mo  dhiirachd  co  marbh. 
F.  Dòirtidh  Criosd  ort  an  Spiorad  gu  dliith, 

Gu  do  sheòladh  chum  urnuigh  gun  chealg. 

C.  'S  an-mhor  àrd  m'  obair  slain t'  tliarum  fdin, 
Ciod  ni  mis',  's  mi  gun  fheum  a's  gun  stàth  Ì 

F.  Togaidh  Criosd  diot  gach  eallach  gu  lèir; 
'S  easan  Alpha  's  Omega  na  slàÌDt'. 

G.  C'àit  am  faigh  mi  deadh  bhunchar  do  m'  earbs'. 
Chum  nach  dirich  i  calm  agus  meallt'? 

F.  Ann  an  Criosd,  a  Chlach-bhuinn  a  tha  dearbht', 
Ptis  an  coir  dhnit  bhi  leanmhuinn  gu  teann. 
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Q.  When  I'm  with  black  pollution  stained 

How  shall  I  cleansed  be? 
A.  Christ  is  a  fountain  for  that  end 

Set  open  wide  for  thee. 
Q.   What  shall  I  do  when  plagues  abound. 

With  sorrows,  griefs,  and  fears? 
A.  Christ  has  a  balsom  for  thy  wounds, 

A  bottle  for  thy  tears. 

Q.  But  is  there  any  help  for  one 

That  utterly  is  lost? 
A.  Christ  saves  from  sin,  and  he  alone, 

Even  to  the  uttermost. 
Q.  But  where  shall  I  be  safe  at  last 

From  hell  and  endless  death? 
A.  Christ  is  a  refuge  from  the  blast 

Of  everlasting  wrath. 

Q.  May  not  even  natural  death  to  me 

Become  a  dreadful  thing? 
A.  Christ  by  his  death  in  love  to  thee 

Did  every  death  unsting. 
Q.  Why,  Sir,  is  Christ  the  whole  you  say? 

No  answer  else  I  find. 
A.  Because,  were  Christ  our  all  away. 

There's  nothing  left  behind. 

Q.  How  can  he  answer  ev'ry  case, 

And  help  in  ev'ry  thrall? 
A.  Because  he  is  the  Lord  of  grace, 

Jehovah  all  in  all. 
Q.  How  is  he  present  to  supply. 

And  to  relieve  us  thus? 
A.  Because  his  glorious  name  is  nigh, 

Immanuel,  God  with  us. 

Q.  Has  he  alone  all  pow'r  to  save, 

Is  nothing  left  to  man? 
A.  Yea,  without  Christ  we  nothing  have. 

Without  him  nothing  can. 
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C.  Cia  mar  glieibli  mi  an  sal  cliuir  air  falbh, 

'N  uair  a  tliuiteas  mi  'n  salcliar  ro  ghrand? 
F.  'S  tobar  glanaiclh  fuil  Chriosd  le  mòr  thairbh', 

Pailte  rèidh  dliuit  gach  aimsir,  's  gach  tràtb. 
C.  Ciod,  mo  chreach !  ma  thig  plàighean  ro  mbòr, 

Ma  tbig  bròn,  agus  eagal  as  aire ? 
F.  Tha  sàr  ìochsblaint  aig  Criosd  do  gach  leòn, 

Agus  searrag  gu  d'  dbeòir  cbur  an  taisg. 

C.  'S  mis'  am  peacacb  a's  caillte  's  an  t-saogh'l, 

Cia  mar  dh'fhaodar  mo  shaoradh  o  tbruaigh'  ? 
F.  O'n  is  Slànuighear  Criosd  o  gach  gaoid, 

Bheir  e  saorsa  gu  h-iomlaineacbd  uaitb'. 
C.  Tha  mo  gheilt  roimh  thein  ifrinn  ro  mhòr, 

Am  bheil  dòchas  gu  'n  saorar  mi  uaip'  ? 
F.  Bithidh  Criosd  duit  'na  fhasgadh  fa-dheòidh, 

0  gach  dòruinn,  's  o'n  chorruich  tha  buan. 

C.  Cha  bheag  m'  eagal,  a's  m'  uamhunn  roimh  'n  bhàs, 

Cia  mar  thèid  mi  le  dànachd  'na  choir? 
F.  Thugadh  'n  gath  as  le  losa  'na  ghràdh, 

'N  uair  a  dh'eug  e  'nad  àite  le  deòin. 
C.  Cia  mar  fhreagaireas  Criosd  anns  gach  càs, 

Anns  gach  cor,  a's  gach  sàs  a  tbig  oirnn? 
F.  'Se  is  Uil'  anns  na  h-uile  de'n  t-slàint', 

'S  e  lehobha,  Ian  gràis  agus  glòir. 

C.  Cia  mar  dh'  fheudas  e  'n  còmhnuidh  bhi  làth'ir, 

A  thoirt  slaint'  agus  teasairginn  duinn? 
F.  O'n  is  fagus  'ainm  glòirmhor  a  ghnàth, 

Imanuel,  Dia  maille  ruinn. 
C.  A's  an  coi'lion  e  dbomhsa  an  t-slàint' 

Gun  dad  fhàgail  an  taice  rium  fèin  ? 
F.  Cha  dean  thusa  as  'eugmhais-san  stàth, 

Tha  do  chàil  a's  do  chomas  mì-ghleusd'. 

C.  Ach  nach  feud  mi  bhi  riarach'  mo  mhiann, 

Ma  ni  Criosd  domh  an  obair  gu  slàn? 
F.  Sgriosaidh  Criosd  iad  'an  ifrinn  gu  cian 

'Bhios  ag  iarraidh  mi-bhuil  thoirt  à  'ghràs. 
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Q.  May  not  some  from  hence  take  place^ 

And  room  tlieir  lusts  to  please? 
If  Christ  do  all,  then  very  good, 

Let  us  take  carnal  ease. 
A.  Christ  will  in  flaming  vengeance  come, 

With  fury  in  his  face, 
To  damn  his  foes  that  dare  presume, 

And  thus  abuse  his  grace. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  FIRM  BANK. 

I  have  a  never-failing  Bank, 

A  more  than  golden  store; 
No  earthly  bank  is  half  so  rich — 

How  can  I  then  be  poor  ? 
'Tis  when  my  stock  is  spent  and  gone, 

And  I  w^ithout  a  groat, 
I'm  glad  to  hasten  to  my  Bank, 

And  beg  a  little  note. 

Sometimes  my  Banker,  smiHng,  says, 

"  Why  don't  you  oftener  come? 
And  when  you  draw  a  little  note, 

Why  not  a  larger  sum? 
Why  Hve  so  niggardly  and  poor — 

Your  Bank  containeth  plenty? 
Why  come  and  take  a  one  pound  note, 

When  you  might  have  a  twenty! 

'"Yea  twenty  thousand,  ten  times  toldy 

Is  but  a  trifling  sum 
To  what  your  Father  has  laid  up. 

Secure  in  God,  His  Son.'" 
Since,  then,  my  Banker  is  so  rich, 

I  have  no  cause  to  borrow; 
I'll  live  upon  my  cash  to-day. 

And  draw  again  to-morrow. 

I've  been  a  thousand  times  before. 
And  never  was  rejected; 
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C.  Cia  mar  mheudaicheas  m'  eòlas  le  gaol 
Air  an  t-Slànuighear  cliaoin  fad  mo  re? 

F,  Meas  an  coimeas  ris  saibhreas  an  t-saogh'il, 
Bhi  mar  challdacb,  no  aolach  gun  fheum. 


TAISG-THIGH  LAIDIR  A'  CHRIOSDUIDH. 

Cha  bhrist  mo  Thaisg- thigh  fèin  ri  m'  bheò, 

Oir  's  fearr  n'  an  t-òr  a  stochd ; 
'Sgun  aon  a  bhos  le  leth  na  maoin, 

Cha  'n  fhaod  mi  fein  bhi  bochd. 
'N  uair  theirgeas  orm,  's  a  bhios  mi  lorn, 

'S  gun  agam  bonn  a'  ghròit, 
Learn  's  buidhe  ruith  ga  m'  stòr,  a  chum 

'S  gu'm  bleid  mi  punnd  beag  oir. 

Mo  Thaisgeir  gràidh  their  rium,  ''Carson 

Nach  tig  thu  'n  so  ni's  trie'? 
'S  c  arson  nach  iarr  thu  barrachd  mòr 

Air  punnd  beag  oir  'n  uair  thig? 
'S  c' arson  a  thig  thu  beò  cho  truagh, 

'Sdo  Thaisg-thigh  cruachta  Ian? 
'N  uair  dh'f  haodadh  tusa  fichead  punnd, 

'Thoirt  leat  mar  jihunnd  gach  tràth! 

"  S  gun  fichead  mile  'mhiltean  uair 

Ach  suim  bheag,  thruagh  gun  ag, 
An  coimeas  ris  na  thaisg  dhuit  Dia, 

Gu  tearuiut'  fial  'na  Mhac." 
O'n  tha  mo  Thaisgeir  cho  Ian  maoin, 

'S  gu'n  aobhar  iasaid  ann ; 
Air  m'  airgead  thig  mi  beò  gach  la, 

'S  am  maireach  gheibh  neo-ghann. 

Mil'  uair  bha  mis'  an  so  air  tiis, 
A's  diiiltadh  riamh  cha  d'  f huair ; 
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Sometimes  my  Banker  gives  me  more 

Than  ask'd  for  or  expected ! 
Sometimes  I've  felt  a  little  proud, 

I've  managed  things  so  clever; 
Bat,  ah!  before  the  day  was  gone, 

I've  felt  as  poor  as  ever. 

Sometimes  with  blushes  in  my  face, 

Just  at  the  door  I  stand; 
I  know  if  Moses  kept  me  back, 

I  surely  must  be  damned. 
I  know  my  Bank  will  never  break — 

No!  it  can  never  fail: 
The  firm — Three  persons  in  one  God — 

Jehovah — Lord  of  all! 

Should  all  the  banks  in  Britain  break. 

The  bank  of  England  smash — 
Bring  in  your  notes  to  Zion's  Bank, 

You'll  surely  have  your  cash. 
And  if  you  have  but  one  small  note, 

Fear  not  to  bring  it  in; 
•Come  boldly  to  his  throne  of  grace — 

The  Banker  is  within. 

All  forged  notes  will  be  refused, 

Man-merits  are  rejected; 
There's  not  a  single  note  will  pass, 

That  God  has  not  accepted. 
'Tis  only  those  beloved  of  God, 

Redeem'd  by  precious  blood. 
That  ever  had  a  note  to  bring — 

These  are  the  gift  of  God. 

Though  a  thousand  ransom'd  souls  may  say 

They  have  no  notes  at  all, 
Because  they  feel  the  plague  of  sin, 
.  So  ruined  by  the  fall. 
This  Bank  is  full  of  precious  notes. 

All  signed,  and  sealed,  and  free, 
Though  many  doubting  souls  may  say, 

"There  is  not  one  for  me." 


173 

'S  trie  'thug  mo  Thaisgeir  dhòmh-sa  cian 

•    Os  ceann  na  dh'iarr  mi  uaith' ! 

Dh'  fhairichinn  trie  eus  pròis  mu  m'  sgairt, 

Mu  ni  bliidh  seaeh  le  rian ; 
Aeh  dh'  fhairiehiun  fo  oidheh'  mo  chor 

Cho  bochd  's  a  bha  mi  riamh. 

Trie  sheas  mi 's  rughadh  air  mo  ghruaidh 

Aig  dorus  fuar  fo  phràmh  ; 
Làn  dearbht'  na'n  cumadh  Maois  mi  maeh, 

Gu'm  bithinn  truagh  gu  bràth. 
'S  eòl  domh  nach  brist  mo  Thaisg  am  feasd- 

Cha  'n  urrainn  da  gu  sior ; 
'S  gur  rian  da  'n  Triùir  ui  'n  Dia  ta  mòr, 

lehòbhah, — Triath  gach  ni. 

Ged  bhristeadh  Taisgieh  Alb'  le  'n  or, 

'S  euid  Shasuinn  fòs  'n  an  smàl ; 
'An  Taisg-thigh  Shioin  euir  do  stòr, 

'S  ri  d'  bheò  bidh  agad  slàn. 
'S  ma  tha  thu  air  aon  phunnd  ro  bheag, 

Gun  gheiit  cuir  anu  e  seach'; 
Thig  dàna  'nis  gu  eaithir  grais, 

Do  Thaisgeir  gràidh  tha  steach. 

Gaeh  punnd  'bhios  fallsa  theid  air  ehiil, 

A's  diiiltar  fearta  dhaoin'; 
Ghabh  Dia  na  puinnd  ni  feum  's  a'  ehiiis, 

Gu  toileach  riti  gaeh  aon. 
'S  e  'n  dream  a  ghràdhaieh  Dia  'na  ghaol, 

'S  a  shaor  le  fuil  an  Uain, 
A  bhios  an  sealbh  air  stòras  fior 

Do  thiodhlac  Dhè  nan  sluagh. 

Ged  their  na  miltean  an'maibh  saoirt', 

"Tha  sinn  gun  aon  'ui  feum;" 
Chionn  plàigh  a'  pheaeaidh  a  rinn  Adhamh 

A  bhi  'g  an  cradh  gu  geur. 
Làn  phunnd  le  àgh  's  an  teach  so  fèin 

Deas  seulaicht',  saor  gu  leòir, 
Ged  their  daoinibh  teagmhach,  baoth, 

"  Cha  'n  'eil  a  h-aon  ann  dòmhs'." 
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Base  unbelief  will  lead  the  child 

To  say  what  is  not  true; 
I  tell  the  soul  that  feels  self-lost^ 

Those  notes  belong  to  you. 
The  leper  had  a  little  note — 

"Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  can!" 
The  Banker  cashed  his  little  note, 

And  healed  the  sickly  man. 

We  read  of  one  young  man,  indeed, 

Whose  riches  did  abound; 
But  in  the  Banker's  book  of  grace 

This  man  was  never  found. 
But  see  the  wretched  dying  thief, 

Hang  by  the  Banker's  side, 
He  cried,  "Dear  Lord,  remember  me!'* 

He  got  his  cash — and  died. 


SANCTIFIED  AFFLICTION. 


In  summer's  bliss  all  nature  may  rejoice 
But  man  alone.     With  ever  joyous  song 
And  grateful  praise,  creation  lifts  her  voice, 
The  floods  break  forth,  the  woods  the  notes  prolong^ 
And  seas  in  calm  serenity  reveal 
The  rich  profusion  which  the  earth  displays. 
But  thankless  man  joins  not  the  solemn  peal, 
He  journeys  on,  and  every  bliss  surveys, 
But  to  Jehovah's  name  no  grateful  tribute  pays. 

But  winter's  wild  and  angry  storm  descends, 
Presaging  ruin  in  its  doleful  sound ; 
Beneath  its  sweep  the  howling  forest  bends, 
With  blight'ning  wrath  it  spreads  dismay  around; 
And  then,  when  ills  on  every  hand  appear, 
And  coming  woes  on  every  hand  arise, 
With  holy  awe  and  reverential  fear, 
Man  lifts  his  suppliant,  and  his  waiting  eyes, 
And  on  Almighty  Power  with  steadfast  hope  relies. 
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As-creidimh  dubh  a  stiiiras  olann 

A  cliantain  rami  nach  fior, 
Ma's  leur  dhuit,  'anaim,  'bhi  fèin-chaillt 

'S  leat  saibhreas  pliunnd  gu  sior. 
Bha  aig  an  lobhar  punnd  dhiubh  sud, — 

"'Bhè  's  urrainn  duit  ma's  àill!" 
A's  mhùth  an  Taisgeir  e  dha  luath, 

A's  dh'  fhàs  an  truaghan  slàn. 

Mu  òigeir  àraidh  chuala  sinn, 

'S  bha  fheudail  mòr  'na  mhiann; 
Ach  ann  an  leabhar  Taisgeir  gràis 

Bha  'ainm  gun  àite  riamh. 
Ach  faic  am  meirleach  truagh  air  crann, 

Ei  taobh  a  Thaisgeir  fèin, 
A  ghlaodh,  '"Dhè,  cuimhnich  orm  'am  theinn!" 

A's  fhuair  e  mhaoin  mu'n  d'  eug. 


TRIOBLAID  AIB  A  BEANNACHADH/ 


Ri  àileachd  a'  Cheitein  tha'n  saoghal  gu  leir 
A'  cur  maitheas  an  Tighearna  gu  h-eibhinn  an  ceill ; 
Tha  na  tuiltean,  's  na  cuautan,  na  coilltean  's  na  glinn, 
Gun  aii'sneul  a'  seinn  da  le  co'  sheirra  bhinn. 

Ged  chuala'  mi  chaithream  cha  do  thog  mi  am  fonn, 
Ach  dh'imich  mi  romham  gu  neo-shunntach,  trom, 
Gun  urram,  gun  ghràdh,  'sgun  fhiughantachd  cndh' 
Do  'n  Dia  sin  a  chòmhdaich  le  ailleachd  gach  ni. 

Ach  thàinig  an  geamhradb  gu  tartarra  doirbh — 
Theivinn  an  doinionn,  a's  dh'  eirich  an  stoirm ; 
A's  theich  mi  gu  h-anf  hann  a  t-ionnsuidh-sa,  'Dhe, 
Ag  iarraidh  ort  fasgadh  fo  sgàile  do  sgeith'. 


*  This  Poem  and  the  one  following  it  appeared  in  the  First 
Series,  although  not  accompanied  with  translations.  The  Eng- 
lish in  the  present  case  is  more  a  paraphrase  than  a  close  trans- 
lation. We  are  not  at  liberty  to  give  the  name  of  the  gentleman 
who  so  kindly  suppHed  us  with  the  English. 
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And  thus  the  sunshine  of  unmingled  joy, 
By  man  may  pass  unnoticed.     Every  day 
May  be  a  day  of  bliss  without  alloy. 
And  brightest  hopes  may  cheer  his  prosp'rous  way  ; 
But  yet  each  token  of  o'erflowing  love 
His  heart  to  gratitude  may  ne'er  incline  ; 
In  full  enjoyment  he  may  onward  move, 
Regardless  of  the  power  and  grace  divine, 
That  on  his  radiant  path  its  varied  glories  shine. 

But,  lo  !  his  path  with  sorrow  is  o'ercast, 
Sickness  and  death  encompass  him  around — 
He  pines  in  anguish,  and  affliction's  blast 
His  fairest  hopes  has  levelled  to  the  ground. 
Like  Noah's  dove  he  wings  his  weary  flight, 
But  yet  on  earth  no  resting-place  is  given, 
The  void  expanse  still  meets  his  cheerless  sight, 
Until  at  length,  by  pain  and  anguish  driven, 
In  faith  he  soars  on  high,  and  finds  his  Ark  in  Heaven. 


WHEEE  IS  WOE? 

Eveiy  path  we  can  tread  in  this  valley  below, 
Is  encompassed  about  with  affliction  and  woe ; 
But  though  trials  severe  in  each  quarter  abound, 
There's  no  woe  without  hope  all  the  wide  world  around. 


The  most  pitiful  outcast  is  not  without  stay. 

On  which  to  rely  in  affliction's  dark  day; 

In  the  bitterest  cup  there  are  sweets  to  be  found, 

And  some  star  gilds  the  midnight  of  darkness  profound. 


I've  witnessed  the  sinner  cloyed,  wearied  and  spent, 
'Neath  a  burden  of  wretchedness  abjectly  bent ; 
But  the  sweet  sun  of  Hope  brightly  circled  his  head, 
And  benignantly  shone  through  the  tears  which  he  shed. 

I've  seen  the  afflicted  with  suffering  outworn. 
His  moans  were  distressing,  his  condition  forlorn  ; 
But  courage  remained  in  the  eye  that  grew  dim. 
And  the  hope  of  new  health  was  a  piUow  to  him. 
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Thàinip:  samhradh  mo  bheatha  gu  h-aoidheil  'sgu  grianach, 
A's  dh'  imich  mi  romhan, — gach  ni  mar  bu  mliiarmach  ; 
A'  mealtuinn  gach  sochair,  a's  saor  o  gach  dòlas, 
Ach  fathast  's  an  Tighearn  cha  d'  rinn  mise  solas. 

Ach  feuch !  thàinig  caochladh  a  bhròin  air  mo  chàradh, 
Thàinig  le  m'  gheamliradh  gach  deuchainn  a's  ànradh ; 
A's  ghluais  mi  gu  silteach  fo  iargain  's  fo  bliròn, 
Gun  chobhair,  gun  chòmhnadh,  gun  èideadh,  gun  lòn. 

Shiubhail  mi'n  saoghal  gu  h-airsneulach,  sgìth ; 
Ach  tha  faoineachd  a's  diorahanas  sgrìobht'  air  gach  nì : 
A's  air  uachdar  an  domhain  cha  d'fhuair  mi  cul-taic', 
Gus'n  do  thill  mi  ri  Dia,  mar  an  caiman  do'n  Aire. 


C'iVIT'  AM  BHEIL  TRUAIGHE? 

Tha  gach  sligh'  air  an  gluais  sinn  an  taobh  so  do'n  uaigh, 
Air  a  h-iathadh  mu'n  cuairt  leis  gach  deuchainn  ro  chruaidh, 
Ach  ged  a  tha  air  gach  làimh  ioma  doilgheas  a's  dòlas  ; 
Cha  'n  'eil  anns  an  t-saoghal  so  truaighe  giin  dòchas. 


An  diobarach  is  laige  cha  'n  'eil  e  gun  taic' 

Ris  an  earb  e  le  misnich  'na  àmhghar  's  'na  aire  ; 

Tha  milse  r'a  fhaotainn  's  a'  chupan  is  seirbhe, 

'S  tha  reult  a'  toirt  soills'  anns  an  oidhche  is  doirbhe. 


Chunna  mi  'm  peacach  'na  airsneul  's  na  sgios. 
Fo  uallach  na  h-aing'eachd  air  aomadh  a  sios ; 
Ach  bha  grian  ait  an  Dòchais  'na  glòir^'os  a  cheann, 
A'  dearsadh  roi'  dheuraibh,  gu  h-aoidheil  's  gu  ciùin. 


Chunna  mi'n  t-euslaint'  fo  iarguin  'ga  chlaoidh, 
Bu  chianail  a  chàradh,  's  bu  deis'neach  a  chaoidh ; 
Ach  bha  misneach  's  an  t-suil  a  chinn  lag-sheallach  fann, 
'S  bha  fiughair  na  slàinte  mar  adhart  fo  'cheann. 
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I've  seen  the  poor  widow  with  sorrowing  bowed, 
"While  the  tears  from  her  countenance  gushingly  flowed; 
Without  stay,  without  succour — with  none  to  provide 
For  the  children  who  piteously  wailed  by  her  side. 

But  she  rested  her  hopes  on  each  promise  of  love, 

And  rejoicingly  hailed  the  day- dawn  from  above. 

When  each  heart  shall  be  healed,  when  all  sorrow  shall  cease, 

And  the  loving  shall  meet  in  the  mansions  of  peace. 

And  I  travelled  in  fancy  this  wilderness  through. 
Its  gloomiest  deserts,  and  valleys  of  woe; 
But  hope  in  each  region  gave  strength  in  each  plight, 
As  the  sun  in  his  course  giveth  gladness  and  light. 

But  I  see  fast  approaching  the  full  day  of  light, 
The  day  that  shall  have  neither  twilight  nor  night; 
The  hope  of  the  righteous  fruition  shall  know, 
The  wicked  is  hopeless — Lo!  gladness,  or  woe. 


A  HIGHLAND  WAIL.* 

The  dark  mountain  mist  has  wreathed  round  Quaillan ; 
The  Banshee  has  sung  her  dirge  of  wailing : 
The  mild  blue  eyes  in  the  Dun  are  weeping, 
For  thou  art  away  far  beyond  our  keeping. 

Return !  return !  return !  no  never ! 
Mac-Crimmon  's  away  to  return  to  us  never  ! 
In  peace  or  in  war  return  no  never ! 
Mac-Crimmon  's  away  to  return  to  us  never ! 

The  breath  of  the  vale  is  faintly  blowing; 
Each  river  and  stream  is  mournfully  flowing ; 
The  birds  on  the  boughs  are  perched  in  sorrow, 
Since  thou  art  away  to  return  on  no  morrow. 
Return,  return,  &c. 


*  Translated  from  the  Gaelic  by  D,  Grant  Macdougall,  Esq., 
and  respectfully  inscribed  to  Miss  M'Kenzie  of  Applecross.     At 
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Chunna  mi  'bhanntrach,  's  i  sinnt'  air  an  uaigh — 
Bha  na  deuran  gu  frasach  a'  sileadh  o  'gruaidh  ; 
'Si  gun  chobhair,  gun  taic'  ach  na  diUeachdain  mhaoth, 
'Bha  'tuireadh  gu  leanabail,  's  iad  sinnte  r'a  taobh. 

Ach  rinn  ise  bun  anns  gach  gealltannas  gràidh, 
Agus  sheall  i  le  aiteas  air  maduinn  an  aigh, 
Anns  an  siabar  gach  deur,  's  an  leighsear  gach  cridh' ; 
'S  anns  an  coinnich  luchd-dàimh  ann  an  dros  na  sìth'. 

Agus  shiubhail  mi'm  smuaintibh  an  saoghal  gu  leir, 
Troi'n  fhasach  bu  duaichnidh,  's  troi'  ghleannaibh  nan  deur  ; 
Ach  bha  duchas  's  gach  ionad  'toirt  misneach  's  gach  cas, 
Mar  tha  'ghrian  anns  gach  ionad  'toirt  soills'  agus  blàth's. 

Ach  chi  mi  a'  tighinn  àrd  latha  na  soillse, 

An  latha  nach  tionndaidh  gu  feasgar  no  oidhche  ; 

Tha  dòchas  an  f  hirean  air  tionndadh  gu  buaidh, 

Tha'n  t-aingidh  gun  dòchas. — Feuch !  iomlan,  no  truagh. 


TUIREADH. 

Dh'iadh  ceo  nan  stuchd  mu  aodann  Chuilinn, 
A's  sheinn  a  Bhean-shith  a  torman  mulaid : 
Tha  sùilean  gorm,  ciùin  's  an  Dim  a  sileadh, 
0  n'  thriall  thu  bh'  uainn  's  nach  till  thu  tuille. 

Cha  till,  cha  till,  cha  till  Macmimein ; 
'An  cogadh  no'n  sith  cha  till  e  tuille; 
Le  airgiod  no  ni  cha  till  Macmimein ; 
Cha  till  gu  bràth  gu  la  na  cruinne ! 

Tha  osag  na  beann  gu  fann  ag  imeachd, 
Gach  sruthan  's  gach  allt  gu  mall  le  bruthach ; 
Tha  ialt'  nan  speur  feadh  gheugan  dubhach, 
A'  caoidh  gu  n  d'  fhalbh  's  nach  till  thu  tuille. 
Cha  till,  cha  till,  &c. 


page  138  of  the  First  Series  the  reader  will  see  an  account  i4 
this  well  known  "Wail." 
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The  dark  ocean  heaves  with  dismal  wailing; 
The  galley  unmoored  refuses  sailing; 
The  voice  of  the  wave  is  heard  in  sadness. 
Singing  this  wail  in  mournful  madness. 

Return,  return,  &c. 

No  more  in  the  Dun  thy  pibroch  thrilling, 
Is  heard  at  eve  love's  fond  heart  filling ; 
Each  maiden  and  swain  is  sad  in  sorrow, 
Since  thou  art  away  to  return  on  no  morrow. 
Return,  return,  &c. 


THE  MARCH  OF  THE  CAMERON  MEN. 

There's  many  a  man  of  the  Cameron  clan, 
That  has  follow'd  his  Chief  to  the  field ; 
He  has  sworn  to  support  him,  or  die  by  his  side, 
For  a  Cameron  never  can  yield. 
I  hear  the  pibroch  sounding,  sounding, 

Deep  o'er  mountains  and  glens; 
While  light  springing  footsteps  are  trampling  the 
Tis  the  march  of  the  Cameron  men.        [heath, 

Oh !  proudly  they  walk,  but  each  Cameron  knows 
He  may  tread  on  the  heather  no  more ; 

But  boldly  he  follows  his  Chief  to  the  field. 

Where  his  laurels  were  gather'd  before. 

I  hear  the  pibroch  sounding,  &c. 

The  moon  has  arisen,  it  shines  on  that  path 

Now  trod  by  the  gallant  and  true — 
High,  high  are  their  hopes,  for  their  Chieftain  has  said, 

That  whatever  men  dare  they  can  do. 
I  hear  the  pibroch  sounding,  &c. 


181 

Tha 'n  fhairge  fa-dheòidh  làn  bròin  as  mulaid, 
Tha  'm  bàta  fo  'seòl  ach  dhiiilt  i  siubhal ; 
Tha  gàir  uan  tonn,  le  fuaim  neo-shubhach, 
Ag  ràdh  gu'n  d'  fhalbh  's  nacli  till  tbu  tuilleadh. 
Cha  till,  cha  till,  &c. 

Cha  cbluinnear  do  cheòl  's  an  Dim  mu  fheasgar, 
'S  mactalla  nam  miir  le  mtiirn  'ga  freagairt : 
Gach  fleasgacb  a's  òigh  gun  cheòl,  gun  bheadradh, 
0  'n  tbriall  thu  uainn  's  nach  till  tbu  tuille. 

■    Cha  till,  cha  till,  &c. 


CAISMEACHD  CHLOINN-CHAMROIN. 

Cha  'n  'eil  òganach  treun  do  Chloinn  Chamroin  gu  lèir, 

Nach  tèid  deònach  fo  bhrataich  Lochiall ; 
Gu  buaidh  no  gu  bàs,  's  bidh  iad  dileas  's  gach  càs, 
Oir  gèill  cha  tug  Camronach  riamh. 
Chuala  mi  piobaireachd,  piobaireachd,  piobaireachd, 

Tighinn  àrd  thar  monaidh  a's  ghleann ; 
Agus  cas-cheuman  eutrom  a  saltairt  an  fhraoich — 
'S  i  caismeachd  Chloinn-Chamroin  a  th'ann. 

0 !  's  uallach  an  ceum,  ged  tha  fios  aig  gach  treun 
Gu'm  faod  e  'bhi  màireach  'san  ùir; 

Ach  gach  àrmunn,  gun  sgàth,  thèid  le  'Cheannard  do'n 
Far  'm  bu  dualach  dhoibh  buaidh  agus  cliii.  [bhlàr, 
Chuala  mi  piobaireachd,  piobaireachd,  &c. 

Tha  'ghealach  ag  èiridh,  's  tha  'gathan  air  ceuman 

Nan  òigfhear  tha  treun  agus  fior; 
'S  àrd  dòchas  an  clèibh,  's  thuirt  an  Ceannard  e  fèin 

Gu'r  laoich  iad  nach  geill  anns  an  strith. 

Chuala  mi  piobaireachd,  piobaireachd,  &c. 
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THE  GRAVES  OF  A  HOUSEHOLD. 

They  grew  in  beauty  side  by  side, 

They  filled  one  home  with  glee; 
Their  graves  are  severed,  far  and  wide, 

By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea. 
The  same  fond  mother  bent  at  night 

O'er  each  fair  sleeping  brow; 
She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight, — 

Where  are  those  dreamers  now! 

One  'midst  the  forest  of  the  West, 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid, — 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest. 

Far  in  the  cedar  shade. 
The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea,  hath  one. 

He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep: 
He  was  the  loved  of  all,  yet  none 

O'er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drest 

Above  the  noble  slain: 
He  wrapt  his  colours  round  his  breast, 

On  a  blood-red  field  in  Spain. 
And  one — o'er  her  the  myrtle  showers 

Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fanned; 
She  faded  midst  Italian  flowers, — 

The  last  of  that  bright  band. 


And  parted  thus  they  rest  who  played 

Beneath  the  same  green  tree; 
Whose  voices  mingled  as  they  prayed 

Around  one  parent  knee! 
They  that  with  smiles  lit  up  the  hall, 

And  cheered  with  songs  the  hearth,- 
Alas!  for  love,  if  thoa  wert  all, 

And  nought  beyond,  Oh!  earth. 
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UAIGHEAN  TEAGHLAICH. 

'Am  maise  chinn  iad,  taobh  ri  taobh, 

Aon  teach  lion  iad  le  'n  gair; 
Tka  'n  uaigliean  dealaicht'  feadh  an  t-saogli'il, 

Air  srath,  air  raon,  's  aig  tràigh. 
Am  màtliair  sheall  gu  seirceil  thart', 

'N  uair  bha  iad  trom  'n  an  suain ; 
'S an  am  ud  bha  gach  aon  diubh  aic, — 

Ach  'nis  tha  fada  uaip.' 

Aig  bruachan  aibhne  anns  an  lar, 

Tha  aon  'na  shuain  fo'n  fhòid, — 
A's  eòl  do'n  Innseanach  a  theach 

Fo  sgàil  nan  creagan  mòr'. 
Tha  annsachd  chaomh  gach  aoin  's  an  gràdh, 

Gu  tosdach  'n  grunnd  o!  chuain : 
'S  cha  'n  urrainn  caraid  caomh  gu  bràth 

Tighinn  faisg  le  baigh  air  uaigh. 

Tha  aon  'n  a  luidhe  's  an  taobh-deas, 

'S  an  dean  na  figean  fas; 
A'  bhratach  shuain  mu'n  cuairt  d'a  chneas, 

Air  faich'  an  air  's  an  Spàinn. 
'S  an  Eadailt  shearg  i  sios  gu  tur, 

Fo  'n  àileadh  chiùin  'us  thlàth, 
An  tè  mu  dheireadh  bha  dhiubh  sud, — 

Am  bannal  caomh  a's  gràidh. 

A's  sgairt  mar  so  tha  iad  'n  an  suain, 

A  chluich  gu  mear  gach  re ; 
'S  aig  gliin  am  pàrant'  chuir  iad  suas 

An  achuingean  le  cheil' ! 
ladsan  a  dhiiisg  's  an  talla  gean, 

'S  mu'n  chagailt  'sheinn  an  ceòl, — 
Mo  chreach!  na'm  b'e  so  crioch  gach  neach, 

Bu  mhuladach  ar  dòigh. 
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GOB.* 

0  Thou  Eternal  One !  whose  presence  bright 
All  space  doth  occupy,  all  motion  guide; 
Unchanged  through  time's  all-devastating  flight. 
Thou  only  God!  There  is  no  God  beside! 
Being  above  all  beings!  Three  in  One! 
Whom  none  can  comprehend  and  none  explore; 
Who  fiU'st  existence  with  Thyself  alone: 
Embracing  all, — supporting, — ruling  o'er, — 
Being  whom  we  call  God — and  know  no  more! 

In  its  sublime  research,  philosophy 

May  measure  out  the  ocean-deep — may  count 

The  sands  or  the  sun's  rays — but,  God !  for  Thee 

There  is  no  weight  nor  measure:  none  can  mount 

Up  to  Thy  mysteries;  Reason's  brightest  spark, 

Though  kindled  by  Thy  light,  in  vain  would  try 

To  trace  Thy  counsels,  infinite  and  dark: 

And  thought  is  lost  ere  thought  can  soar  so  high, 

Even  like  past  moments  in  eternity. 

Thou  from  primeval  nothingness  didst  call 
First  chaos,  then  existence; — Lord!  on  Thee 
Eternity  had  its  foundation: — all 
Sprung  forth  from  Thee: — of  light,  joy,  harmony, 
Sole  origin: — all  life,  all  beauty  Thine. 
Thy  word  created  all,  and  doth  create; 
Thy  splendour  fills  all  space  with  rays  divine. 
Thou  art,  and  wert,  and  shall  be!  Glorious!  Great! 
Light-giving,  life-sustaining  Potentate! 

Thy  chains  the  unmeasured  universe  surround: 
Upheld  by  Thee,  by  Thee  inspired  with  breath! 
Thou  the  beginning  with  the  end  hast  bound. 
And  beautifully  mingled  life  and  death ! 
As  sparks  mount  upwards  from  the  fiery  blaze. 


*  This  Poem  is  said  to  have  been  composed  by  a  Russian 
named  Derzhavin,  who  was  born  in  1763.     It  has  been  trans- 
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DIA. 

0  Aoin  Shiorruidh!  air  fad  tlia  'n  fhailbhe  chian 
'An  sealbli  do  làithreaclid  gliil,  's  gacli  car  fo  d'  riau, 
Neo-atharraiclit'  fad  chuairtean  millteach  tiin' ; 
'S  tu  mhain  is  Dia !  's  gun  Dia  eil'  ann  ach  thu ! 
Bith  OS  ceann  gach  bith!  'sTu  'n  Aon  'an  Triiiir! 
'S  Tu'n  Ti  nacli  rannsaicliear  'snach  cuimsich  dùil; 
Leat  fèin  a  mhàiu  tha  'chruitlieachd  Ian  gu  lèir, 
A'd'  thaice  's  iillt'  ort  tha  gach  ni,  's  fo  d'  ghèill; 
Bith  ri  'n  canar  Dia,  's  gun  tuilleadh  ciall  co  e. 

Faodaidh  feallsanachd,  le  àrd-sgrìidadh  geur, 
Doimhneachd  na  mara  'thomhas  anns  gacli  ceum, 
Gach  gaineamh,  's  gacli  gath  grèni';  ach  air  do  shon-sa, 
Cha  d'  fhuaras  inneal-tomhais.  'S  neach  cha  tèid  ['Dhè 
Gu  d'  dhiomhaireachd ;  oir  fheuchainn  's  diomhain  e 
Do  shoillse  Beusain,  ge  d'  tha  laist'  uait  fèin, 
Do  chomhairlean  dorch'  gun  chrioch  ashireadh; 'sthèid 
Gach  smuain  air  chall,  mu'n  èirich  smuain  cho  àrd, — 
Mar  thiota  beag  air  siorr'achd  a  tigh'nn  gearr. 

A  seann  neo-nitheachd  ghairmeadh  leat-sa  fèin 
Air  ttis  dubh-aigein,  an  sin  saogh'l;  a  Dhè 
'S  ann  ortsa  'tha  aig  siorruidheachd  a  stèidh : 
Gach  solus,  aiteas,  aonachd,  uaitse  leum ;       [fhreumh. 
'Sleat  gach  nil'  àilleachd;  'sbeatha;  'stun  dearbh 
Chruthaich  's  cruthachaidh  t'  f hocal  gach  ni  'tha ; 
'S  le  gathaibh  naomh  do  ghlòir'  tha  'n  fhailbhe  Ian. 
Bha,  tha,  agus  bithidh  tu  glòrmhor,  mòr, 
Triath  'thoirt  soluis,  'sa  chumail  beatha  beò. 

Mu'n  chruinne-che  neo-thoimhste  tha  do  threòir; 
'Ga  chumail  suas,  's  'ga  bheothachadh  le  deò ! 
An  tus  's  a'  chrioch  gu'n  d'  cheangal  thu  r'a  chèil' ; 
'S  gu  h-àiUidh  mheasgadh  beatha  's  bàs  leat  fèin ! 
O'n  lasair  theinntich  mar  thèid  sradan  suas. 


lated  into  the  Japanese,  Chinese,  and  Tartar  languages.  The 
English  translation  is  by  Bowring,  for  his  volume  of  Russian 
Anihology. 
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So  suns  are  born,  so  worlds  spring  forth  from  Thee; 
And  as  the  spangles  in  the  sunny  rays 
Shine  round  the  silver  snow,  the  pageantry 
Of  heaven's  bright  army  glitters  in  Thy  praise. 

A  million  torches  lighted  by  Thy  hand 
Wander  unwearied  through  the  blue  abyss: 
They  own  thy  power,  aceompHsh  Thy  command; 
All  gay  with  life,  all  eloquent  with  bliss. 
What  shall  we  call  them?  Piles  of  crystal  light — 
A  glorious  company  of  golden  streams — 
Lamps  of  celestial  ether  burning  bright — 
Suns  lighting  systems  with  their  joyous  beams? 
But  Thou  to  these  art  as  the  noon  to  night. 

Yes !  as  a  drop  of  water  in  the  sea, 

All  this  magnificence  in  Thee  is  lost: — 

What  are  ten  thousand  worlds  compared  to  Thee? 

And  what  am  I  then?  Heaven's  unnumber'd  host. 

Though  multiplied  by  myriads,  and  array'd 

In  all  the  glory  of  sublimest  thought, 

Is  but  an  atom  in  the  balance  weigh' d 

Against  Thy  greatness;  is  a  cypher  brought 

Against  infinity !  What  am  I  then?  Nought! 

Nought !  But  the  effluence  of  Thy  light  divine, 
Pervading  worlds,  hath  reach'd  my  bosom  too; 
Yes !  in  my  spirit  doth  Thy  spirit  shine 
As  shines  the  sun-beam  in  a  drop  of  dew. 
Nought !  but  I  live,  and  on  hope's  pinions  fly 
Eager  towards  Thy  presence;  for  in  Thee 
I  live,  and  breathe,  and  dwell;  aspiring  high, 
Even  to  the  throne  of  Thy  divinity. 
1  am,  O  God!  and  surely  Thou  must  be! 

Thou  art!  directing,  guiding  all,  Thou  art! 
Direct  my  understanding  then  to  Thee; 
Control  my  spirit,  guide  my  wandering  heart: 
Though  but  an  atom  'midst  immensity, 
Still  I  am  something,  fashion'd  by  Thy  hand '. 
I  hold  a  middle  rank  'twixt  heaven  and  earth, 
On  the  last  verge  of  mortal  being  stand. 
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Mar  sin  leum  grianaibh  agus  saoghail  uait; 
Mar  glieal  chritli-reotliadh  aun  an  gath  na  grèin' 
Ei  lòiseam  timcliioU  .sneachd  tlia  feachd  geal  nèimh, 
'S  a  shlòigh  a'  dealradh  ann  ad  cliliii-sa,  'Dhè. 

Tha  muillean  lòchran  laiste  le  do  làimh 
A'  triall  gun  sgios  's  an  àibheis  ghuirm  gach  tràth ; 
'Toirt  gèill  do  d'  neart  's  do  reachd  'ga  chumail  slàn, 
Sgiamhach  le  beatha,  'smòralacli  le  h-àgb. 
Ciod  a  their  sinn  riù?    Colbhan  criostail  geal; 
Cuideachd  do  shrutliain  ghlòrmhor  òir  gun  f hal ; 
Lòclirain  do  adhar  nèambaidh  'losgadb  glan; 
Saoghail  ghrian-shoillseachaidh  le  'n  gathaibh  ait  ? 
Ach  mar  an  re  do'n  oidhch'  thu  dhoibh  air  fad. 

Seadh,  mar  bhoinne  beag  uisge  anns  a  mhuir, 
Tha  'mhòrachd  so  air  chall  annad  gu  tur ; 
Ciod  iad  deich  mile  saogh'l  ran  coimeas  riut ? 
Agus  ciod  mise?    Slòigh  gun  aireamh  nèamh 
Ged  chuirte  iad  deich  mile  uair  am  meud, 
'S  gach  glòir  is  òirdheirc'  smuain  's  an  cur  air  rein' 
Air  meigh  r'  an  tomhas  iad  mar  dhadmunn  crion 
'N  aghaidh  do  mhòrachd,  as  mar  sgàil  gun  bhrigh 
'N  aghaidh  bith-bhunntachd !    Ciod  mise  ?   Neo-ni ! 

Neo-ni !     Ach  rainig  sruth  do  shoillse  bheò 
'Chaidh  trid  nan  saoghal  cian  mo  bhrollach  fòs; 
A'm'  spiorad  tha  do  Spiorad  'boillsgeadh  dltith, 
Mar  dhealraicheas  gath  grèin'  a'm  braon  do'n  driichd. 
Neo-ni !  ach  beò,  's  air  sgiathaibh  dòchais  'leum 
Gu  dian  gu  d'  làithreachd;  oir  'sann  annad  fèin 
A  ta  mi  beò,  mo  dheò,  mo  thàmh,  's  m'  àrd  dhèidh  ; 
Eadhon  gu  cathair  do  naomhachd.     Tha  mi, 
0  Dhè !  's  gu  cinnteach  feumaidh  tusa  bhi ! 

Tha  thu  ann !  's  gach  ni  'g  an  steòrnadh  leat  gu  lèir ; 
Seòl  mo  thuigse-sa  do  d'  ionnsuidh  fèin ; 
Ceannsaich  mo  spiorad,  'siomral  mo  chridhe  stiùr' 
'Measg  anbharrachd,  's  nach  ni  mi  fèin  ach  smiir, 
Gidheadh  'sni  èiginn  mi  a  rinn  do  lamb, 
Eadar  talamh  's  nèamh  tha  m'  hibhe  'n  dràsd, 
Air  oir  mu  dheireadh  na  bith  bhàsmhoir  tha, 
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Close  to  the  realms  where  angels  have  their  birth. 
Just  on  the  boundaries  of  the  spirit-land! 

The  chain  of  being  is  complete  in  me; 
In  me  is  matter's  last  gradation  lost; 
And  the  next  step  is  spirit — Deity! 
I  can  command  the  lightning,  and  am  dust! 
A  monarch,  and  a  slave ;  a  worm,  a  god ! 
Whence  came  I  here,  and  how?  so  marvellously 
Constructed  and  conceived?  unknown!  this  clod 
Lives  surely  through  some  higher  energy; 
For  from  itself  alone  it  could  not  be! 

Creator,  yes !  Thy  wisdom  and  Thy  word 
Created  me!  Thou  source  of  life  and  good  I 
Thou  spirit  of  my  spirit,  and  my  Lord! 
Thy  light.  Thy  love,  in  their  bright  plenitude 
Fill'd  me  with  an  immortal  soul,  to  spring 
Over  the  abyss  of  death,  and  bade  it  wear 
The  garments  of  eternal  day,  and  wing 
Its  heavenly  flight  beyond  this  little  sphere, 
Even  to  its  source — to  Thee — its  Author  there. 

0  thoughts  ineffable!  0  visions  blest! 
Though  worthless  our  conceptions  all  of  Thee, 
Yet  shall  Thy  shadowed  image  fill  our  breast, 
And  waft  its  homage  to  thy  Deity. 
God!  thus  alone  my  lowly  thoughts  can  soar; 
Thus  seek  Thy  presence — Being,  wise  and  good! 
'Midst  Thy  vast  works  admire,  obey,  adore; 
And  when  the  tongue  is  eloquent  no  more, 
The  soul  shall  speak  in  tears  of  gratitude. 


NEARER  TO  THEE ! 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 

Even  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee! 
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'S  ro  dhlìith  do'n  rìogh'chd  's  an  d'  fhuair  na  h-ainglibh 
DireacK  air  còrsan  tìr  nau  spiorad  glic' !  [bith, 

Tha  snàthainn  bith'  gu  coimbliont'  ann  am  chrutb ; 

Annam-sa  tba  'n  staid  dheireannaicb  aig  stùth ; 

'S  e  'n  atb  cheum  spiorad, — agus  Dia  a  lìs ! 

Geannsaicbidb  mi  'n  dealanach  's  gur  duslach  mi ! 

Is  dia  's  is  cnuimh !  is  trail!  mi  agus  rigb ! 

Cia  as,  as  cia  mar  'tba  mo  tbeacbd  an  so ? 

Co  iongantach  dealbb  as  cur!  gun  fbios?  tba'n  clod 

So  beò  tre  cbumliacbd  èiginn  'tha  ro  mbòr, 

Oir  uaithe  fèin  cba  b'  urrainn  e  bbi  beò. 

A  Chruitbfbir,  chrutbaicb  do  gbliocas  's  t'  f bocal  mi ; 

Seadb!  Thus',  a  fbreumb  na  beatba,  'sa  mbaith  fbior; 

'S  tusa  spiorad  mo  spioraid  a's  mo  Fhlatb! 

Do  gbràdb  's  do  sbolus  lion  'n  an  lanacbd  gbeal 

Mi  le  anam  neo-bbàsmbor,  a  tboirt  leum 

Thar  gblinn  dorcba  'bhàis,  's'ga  cbuireadb  fèin 

E  cbaitbeadb  èideadb  là  sìor,  's  a  dbol  air  sgèith 

'N  a  tburas  neambaidb  as  an  inbbe  bhig 

So,  eadhon  gu  'fbreumb,  Tbus'  ugbdar  an  sin. 

0  'n  sealladb  àigb !  0  'n  smuain  do  cliur  an  cèill ! 

Oir  ged  nacb  fiti  ar  beacbdan  ort  gu  lèir, 

Seadb  lionaidb  t'  iombaidb  fbaluicbte  ar  cridb' 

Gu  snàmb  le  b-iimblacbd  cbum  do  Dbiadbacbd  sbior. 

Mar  so  mo  smuaintean-sa  tbèid  suas,  a  Dbè,    [threun, 

'Shireadb  do  làitbreacbd. — 'S  do  d'  Bbitb  mbaitb,  ghhc, 

'Measg  t'  oibre  mòr,  le  gradb,  gu'n  aor  mi  'n  geill; 

'S  'nuair  tbèid  do'n  teangaidb  labbairt  'an  deas-cbainnt, 

'An  deòir  na  taingealacbd  ni  'n  t-anam  cainut. 


NFS  DLUITHE  RIUT  FEINl 

Ni  's  dliiithe,  mo  Dbia,  riut  fein, 
Ni  's  dltiitbe  riut  fein ! 

Ged  bi  deucbainn  na  Cròis' 

'Mhosgladb  an  dèigb; 

'S  e  fonn  mo  cbridbe  gacb  re, 

Ni's  dltiitbe,  mo  Dbia,  riut  fein, 
Ni  's  dltiitbe  riut  fein  1 
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Though,  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  come  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone ; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

There  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given; 

And  angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 


SUN  OF  MY  SOUL. 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near ; 
O  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 
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Mi,  's  a  ghrian  air  dol  fuidhe, 
Seacliranacli  fann, 

An  doille  orm  air  luidhe, 

A'  chlacli  fo'  m'  cheann ; 

An  aisling  na  li-oidhch',  a  Dhè, 

Dh'  iarrainn  ni's  dltiithe  riut  fèin, 
Ni'  s  dlùithe  riut  fèin ! 

Faiceam  an  sin  mo  clieum 

Direadli  gii  nòamh; 

'S  gach  ni  dh'  àithn  tba  dhomhsa 
' Teach d  bho  d'  làimh ; 

Aingle  'g  'am  thàladh  le  'chèil' 

Ni 's  dliiithe,  a  Dhè,  riut  fèin, 

Ni 's  dliiithe  riut  fèin ! 

'An  caithris  na  maidne 

'Deah'adh  a'  d'  ghràdh, 
Thig  as  mo  chruaidh-chàs 

Betel  an  àigh ; 
'Chum  le  m'  àmghar  gu  lèir 
'Bhi  nis  dliiithe,  a  Dhè, 

Ni 's  dliiithe  ruit  fèin ! 


SOILLSE  M'  ANAMA. 

Soillse  m'an'ma,  'Shlànuighir  chaoimh! 
Cha'n  oidhch'  ach  'bhi  à  d'  làith'reachd  naoimh ; 
Na  ceileadh  sgàil  thu  choidhch  o  shiiil 
D'  òglaich  'tha  'feitheamh  ort  le  dùil. 

An  nochd,  'nuair  bhraonas  cadal  sèimh 
Mu  m'  rosgan  trom,  mar  dhrùchd  o  nèamh, 
Mo  smaointean  shàimh  b'  e  meud  an  àigh 
A  bhi  gu  siorruidh  'n  uchd  do  ghràidh. 

Fan  thusa  leam  a  dh'  oidhch'  's  a  lò. 
As  d'  eugmhais  fèin  cha  bhi  mi  beò ; 
Fan  leam  re  oidhch'  mo  thriall  fadheòidh — 
Fo  fhiamh  a  bhais  's  tu  mhàin  mo  dhòigh. 
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If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  .Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin: 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

Watch  by  the  sick;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  Heaven  above.* 


"LOYEST  THOU  ME?" 

Hark  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord, 
'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  his  word; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee : 
"Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 


*  The  following  translation  of  this  Hymn  was  given  to  us  by 
Mr.  John  Whyte,  Junr.,  the  translator  of  "  Lochinvar,"  and 
other  pieces  in  this  Series,  and  nephew  of  the  late  Mr.  Robert 
Whyte,  author  of  the  poem  on  "  Spring,"  given  at  page  136  : — 

A  Shlàn'ghìr  ghràidh,  mo  ghrian  is  tu ; 
Cha  'n  oidhch'  ach  la  'n  uair  bhios  tu  dlùth : 
Na  h-eireadh  neiila  talmhaidh  dùmh'l 
'G  ad  f  holach  'mach  o  bheachd  mo  shùl. 

'N  uair  thuiteas  dealt  a'  chadail  chiiiin, 
'S  gu  seimh  mo  rosgan  sgith  gu'n  dùin, 
Luidheam  le  solas  Ian  do'n  smuain, 
Gu  bràth  bhi  sinnt'  air  uchd  an  Uain. 

Fan  leam  o  mhoch  gu  luidhe  grein' — 
Cha  bhi  mi  beò  as  t-eugmhais  fein ; 
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Ma  cliaidli  air  seachran  bh'  iiait  an  diugh 
A  li-aoii  de  d'  chloinn  a  dhiiilt  do  ghuth, 
'Nis  teasraig  e,  a  Dhè  nan  gràs : 
Na  luidheadh  e  fo  chiont'  a'  bhàis. 

Glèidli  an  t-euslan,  boclidan  riaraich 

0  shaibhreas  do  lanachd  shiorruidh ; 

'S  thoir  tàmli  do  luchd  a'  bhròin  an  nocbd, 

Mar  shith-sliàimh  naoidhein  chaoimh  gun  lochd. 

'N  ar  diisgadh  thig  'us  beannaich  sinn 
Ar  ceum  troirah'n  t-saogh'l  mu'n  gabhar  leinn : 
Fan,  gus  a'd'  ghràdh  mar  dhoimhne  mbòr 
'Shàr  lìonar  sinn  le  ìoghnadh  glòir. 


"AM  BHEIL  GRADH  AGx\D  DOMH-SA?" 

NO  ''an  toigh  leat  mi?" 

0  m'  anam,  cluinn-sa  guth  do  Dhè ! 

'S  e  d'  Shlàn'gliear  'th'  ann,  r'a  bhriathar  èisd; 

Tha  losa  'labhairt  riut,  's  ag  ràdh, 

'"N  ann  dòmhs',  a  pheacaich  bhochd;  tha  d'  ghràdh/ 


Fan  learn  'n  uair  bhios  an  oidhch'  a'  fas, — 
As  t-eugmhais  0!  na  faigheam  bàs. 

Aon  leanabh  seachrain  bochd  an  diugh 
Ma  chuir,  le  tarcuis,  cùl  ri  d'  ghuth  ; 
'N  a  anam  tòisich  obair  gràs, 
'Ga  dhùsgadh  o  chlos  peacaidh  's  bàis. 

An  t-euslan  fair  ;  air  boclid  dean  fòir, 
Le  beannachdaibh  neo-ghann  do  stòir  ; 
Biodh  cadal  luchd  a'  bhròin  an  nochd, 
Mar  chadal  naoidhein  seimh,  gun  lochd. 

Bi  leinn  'n  uair  dh'  f  hosglas  sinn  air  sùil, 
Troimh  'n  t-saogh'l  bi  Thusa  ar  fear-iùil ; 
Gus,  ann  an  cuan  gun  chrioch  do  ghraidh, 
Am  faighear  sinn  'an  riogh'chd  an  àigh ! 
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"  I  deliver'd  tliee  wlien  bound, 
And,  when  bleeding,  heal'd  thy  wound; 
Sought  thee  wand'ring,  set  thee  right. 
Turn'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

"Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

"Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above: 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

"Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be, 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me?'* 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint; 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore, 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  morel* 


*  The  following  translation  of  this  Hymn  is  by  the  late  Mr, 
J)onald  Cameron,  Gaelic  Teacher,  North  Uist.  He  left  a  large 
MS.  of  Gaelic  Hymns,  original  and  translated,  that  is  likely  to 
oe  published: — 

M'  anam  mosgail  suas  gun  dail, 
Cluinn  guth  Slanuigh'f hir  do  ghràidh ; 
Riutsa  tha  e  'g'radh  le  sith, 
"  A  pheacaich  thruaigh  an  toigh  leat  mi  ? 

"  'S  mis  a  dh'fhuasgail  ort  's  tu'n  sàs, 
'S  ri  do  chreuchdaibh  a  clmir  plàsd', — 
Thionndaidh  thu  o'd  sheachran  clith 
'S  thug  dhuit  eòlas,  slàint,  a's  sith. 

"'N  teirig  ciiram  caomh  na  mnà' 
Mu'n  chiochran  dh'altrum  i  gu  blàth? 


195 

"Chuir  mis'  thu  saor  'n  uair  'bha  thii'n  sàs; 
'N  uair  'bha  thu  leòiiit'  rinn  mis'  thu  slàn; 
Is  phill  mi  thu  0  d'  sheachran  claon, 
'Sdo  dhuibhre  rina  mar  sholus  caoiii. 

''An  sguir  an  ciiram  tairis,  caomh, 
A  ghabhas  màth'r  de  'ciochran  maoth  Ì 
A  gràdhs'  ged  sguireadh  tur,  's  a  spèis, 
Cha-n  fhàg  mis'  thusa  chaoidh,  's  cha  treig. 

"Tha  m'  ghràdhs'  neo-chaochkiidheach  is  buan, 

Ni  's  àirde  na  na  nèamhan  shuas, 

Ni  's  doimhne  na  an  doimhneachd  shios, 

Ni 's  treis'  na'm  bàs,  saor,  dileas,  f  ior. 

*'Mo  ghlòir-sa  chithear  leat  gun  dàil, 
'N  uair  'nithear  iomlan  obair  gràis; 
Is  suidhidh  tu  a  m'  chaithir-righ — 
A  pheacaich  bhochd,  an  toigh  leat  mi  V* 

A  Dhè,  is  e  mo  ghearan  truagh, 
Gu  'm  bheil  mo  ghràdh  cho  f ann  is  fuar ; 
Gidheadh  dhuit  bheiream  gràdh  is  glòir, 
0  thoir  dhomh  gras  'bheir  gràdh  ni 's  mo ! 


Feudaidh  ise  fas  gun  suim, 

Ach  bidh  tus'  gu  siorruidh  'm  chuimhn'. 

"  'S  gràdh  neo-chaochlaideach  mo  ghràdh's, 
'S  àird  e  na  na  neamhan  ard, 
'S  doimhne  e  na  'n  doimhne  shios, 
Dileas,  treun,  's  e  saor  gun  chrioch. 

Chithear  leat  mo  gUòir  gu  luath. 

'N  uair  bheir  gnàs  a  mach  a'  bhuaidh  ; 

Suidhidh  leams  am  Chaithir-righ, — 

A  pheacaich  thruaigh  an  toigh  leat  mi  ?  " 

Thighearn'  's  e  mo  ghearan  cruaidh, 
Mo  ghaol  a  bhi  cho  faun  gach  uair ; 
Gidheadh  tha  agam  dhuitse  speis  ; — 
O  !  thoir  dhomh  gras  gu  'chur  am  meud. 
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ARGYLE. 

Argyle!  tliou  ancient  seat  of  Albin's  kings, 

Whose  warlike  sons  withstood  the  Roman  arms, 

Subdu'd  the  Picts,  and  spurn'd  the  yoke  of  Danes! 

Long  may  thy  hardy,  hospitable  race 

Enjoy  their  mountains  and  sequester'd  vales 

In  rural  innocence!  thy  pastures  clad 

With  herds  and  fleecy  flocks,  thy  winding  glens 

With  yellow  corn^  thy  hills  with  waving  woods, 

Thy  bounteous  seas  with  all  the  finny  tribes. 

If  more  be  needful,  let  thy  frugal  sons 

Ply  well  the  plough,  the  shuttle,  and  the  sail — 

The  source  of  wealth,  of  elegance,  and  ease. 


EARRA-GHAIDHEIL. 

Earra-Ghàidheil !  tuinneadh  righrean  Alb'  o  chian, 
A's  gliaisgeach  nacli  do  gheill  do  f heachd  na  Eòimh ; 
N.i  mo  a  striochd  do  cliuinng  nan  Lochlunnach! 
Gu  ma  buan  a  mhealas  t'  iarmad  gaisgeil,  fial 
Do  blieanntan  mòr',  's  do  ghleauntan  uaigneach  gorm' 
'An  neo-chiontas ;  's  do  raontan  còmhdaichte 
Le  caoraicli  's  buar,  's  do  shraithean  fasgach  blàth 
Le  arbhar  torach;  do  blieanntan  àrd  le  coille  dhlùth, 
'S  do  cliuantan  fial  le'n  tachdar  maiseach  èisg. 
A's  tuilleadh  ma  tha  dh'easbhuidh  solaraidh 
Do  mhic,  le'n  tapadh  dhuit,  air  muir  's  air  tir, — 
Bonn-stèidh'  gach  saibhreis,  comhfhurtachd  a's  sòigb. 


C.  SALM. 

[The  following  translation  of  this  Psalm  is  by  a  gentleman  in 
Arrau,  whose  name  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  give.  He  is  ot 
opinion  that  it  is  more  faithful  to  the  English  than  the  trans- 
lation given  at  page  84  of  the  First  Series.  Our  readers  can 
judge  for  themselves.] 

0 !  uile  shluagh  an  domhain  mliòir, 
Seinnibh  gu  h-ait  do  Dhia  mar  'scòir. 
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Le  iobairt  mliolaidh  togaibh  ceòl, 
'S  thigibh  an  lathair  Dhia  na  giòir. 

Bioclh  agaibli  fios  gur  esan  Dia, 
'S  esan  a  riun  sinn,  's  cha  sinn  fein  : 
Caoraich  a  tlireud  da  rireadh  sinn, 
'S  e  fein  a  bheathaicheas  sinn  gach  re. 

Le  aoibhneas  mòr  air  geataibli  Dliè, 
D'a  aros  naomha  thigibh  steach ; 
Ainm  molaibh — seinnibh  dha  gach  re, 
Oir  's  ni  e  's  cubhaidh  do  gach  neach. 

Carson?  'Tha  'n  Tighearn  Dia  ro  mhaith, 
Tha  thròcair  buan  gu  suthain  sior; 
Sàr  mhaireannach  bha  fhirinn  riamh, 
A's  bidh  0  linn  gu  linn  gu  f ior. 


C.    SALM. 

[Here  is  another  version  of  it  by  Mr.  John  Whyte,  Jun.] 

Gach  uile  thir  air  thalamh  tha, 
Seinnibh  le  iolach  àrd  do  Dhia; 
Le  aoibhneas  deanaibh  seirbheis  dha, 
'S  le  binn-cheòl  àrdaichibh  an  Triath. 

Tuigibh  gur  Dia  lehòbha  treun; 
'S  e  'mhàin  a  chruthaich  sinn  's  a  dhealbh ; 
Mar  shluagh  's  mar  chaoraich  fòs  dha  fein. 
Is  leis-san  sinn  gu  lèir  mar  shealbh. 

Le  buidheachas  'na  lathair  a  steach 
'Na  gheataibh  àiUidh  thigibh  dltith : 
Togaibh,  an  cùirtibh  naomh  a  theach, 
D'a  ainm-san  moladh  àrd  a's  cliu. 

Oir  tha  an  Tighearn'  maith  gu  fior, 
Gu  bràth  cha  diobair  tròcair  Dhè ; 
Bidh  fhirinn  maireannach  gu  sior. 
Gun  chaochladh  buan  o  re  gu  re. 
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CRIOSD  AN  T-AON  DIDEIN.* 

losa,  'thug  do  m'  anan  gràdh, 

Gu  d'  uchd  bàigheil  teicheam  fèin, 
'N  uair  a  dh'  èireas  tonnan  àrd, 

'S  gaotli  ro  làidir  tigh'un  o'n  speur ; 
0 !  m'  Fhear-saoraidh,  falaich  mi, 

Gus  an  tèid  an  doinionn  seach' ; 
Sàbhailte  do  cliala  sitli, 

Gabh  mi  aig  a'  chrich  a  steach. 

Didean  eile  cha  'n  'eil  anu ; 

Riut  tha  m'  anam  truagh  a  taic' ; 
0 !  na  fag  mi  diblidh,  fann, 

Cum  mi  suas  an  am  na  h-airc. 
Annad  tha  mo  dhòchas  teann, 

Tha  mo  chòmhnadh  uait  gu  lèir; 
0 !  cuir  falach  air  mo  cheann, 

'Steach  fo  dhubhar  sgàil  do  sgèith'. 

'S  tusa  'mhàin,  a  Chriosd,  tha  uam, 

Gheibh  mi  uait  na  h-uile  ni ; 
Tog  mi  'n  àird'  a's  cum  mi  suas, 

Leighis,  agus  treòraich  mi. 
'S  ceart  's  is  naomha  d'  ainm  gu  bràth, 

'S  mis'  am  peacach  graineil,  baoth ; 
Làn  de  thruaill'eachd  tha  mi  ghnàth, 

'S  thusa  Ian  de  ghràs  'tha  saor. 

Agadsa  tha  pailteas  gràis, 

Gràs  gu  m'  pheacaibh  ionnlaid  uam'; 
Eireadh  sruthaibh  beò  an  àird, 

Chum  mo  nàdur  dheanamh  nuadh : 
'S  tusa  mhàin  an  tobar  beò, 

Thoir  dhomh  deoch  ri  òl  gu  saor, 
Ann  am  chridhe  chuireas  treòr, 

'S  fad  na  siorr'achd  mhòir  nach  traoigh. 

*  The  reader  will  find  the  original  and  a  translation  of  this 
well  known  Hymn,  by  Charles  Wesley,  at  page  66 ;  but  this 
translation,  by  Mr.  A.  M'Dougall,  pastor  of  the  Baptist  Church, 
Rothesay,  being  too  late  for  insertion  along  with  the  other  one, 
we  give  here. 
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THE  FALL  OF  THE  LEAF.* 

(from  the  FRENCH  OF  MILONOW.) 

The  autumnal  winds  had  stripped  the  field 

Of  all  its  foliage,  all  its  green; 
The  winter's  harbinger  had  stilled 

That  soul  of  song  which  cheered  the  scene. 

With  visage  pale,  and  tottering  gait, 
As  one  who  hears  his  parting  knell, 

I  saw  a  youth  disconsolate: — 

He  came  to  breathe  his  last  farewell. 

"Thou  grove!  how  dark  thy  gloom  to  me! 

Thy  glories  stript  by  autumn's  breath! 
In  every  falling  leaf  I  see 

A  threatening  messenger  of  death. 

"0  ^Esculapius!  in  my  ear 

Thy  melancholy  warnings  chime: — 

'Fond  youth!  bethink  thee  thou  art  here 
A  wanderer — for  the  last,  last  time. 

" '  Thy  spring  will  winter's  gloom  o'ershade, 
Ere  yet  the  fields  are  white  with  snow, 

Ere  yet  the  latest  flowerets  fade. 

Thou,  in  the  grave,  wilt  sleep  below.' 

"I  hear  the  hollow  murmuring — 

The  cold  wind  rolling  o'er  the  plain — 

Alas !  the  brightest  days  of  spring 
How  swift!  how  sorrowful!  how  vain! 

"O  wave,  ye  dancing  boughs,  0  wave! 
Perchance  to-morrow's  dawn  may  see 


*  In  a  note  to  "  The  Withered  Leaves,"  page  118,  a  Gaelic 
^version  of  this  poem  is  given.     We  were  not  aware  till  lately 
v'^at  it  had  been  translated  by  John  Bowring  for  his  Eussian 
Anthology, 
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Mj  mother,  weeping  on  my  grave: — 
Then  consecrate  my  memory. 

"I  see,  with  loose,  dishevelled  hair, 

Covering  her  snowy  bosom,  come 
The  angel  of  ray  childhood  there, 

And  dew,  with  tears,  my  early  tomb. 

"Then,  in  the  autumn's  silent  eve. 

With  fluttering  wing  and  gentlest  tread, 

My  spirit  its  calm  bed  shall  leave. 
And  hover  o'er  the  mourner's  head." 

Then  he  was  silent: — faint  and  slow 
His  steps  retraced: — he  came  no  more. 

The  last  leaf  trembled  on  the  bough, 
And  his  last  pang  of  life  was  o'er. 

Beneath  the  aged  oak  he  sleeps: — 

The  angel  of  his  childhood  there 
No  watch  around  his  tomb-stone  keeps, 

But,  when  the  evening  stars  appear, 

The  woodman,  to  his  cottage  bound, 
Close  to  that  grave  is  wont  to  tread : 

But  his  rude  footsteps,  echoed  round, 
Break  not  the  silence  of  the  dead. 

[Those  of  our  readers  who  have  seen  the  Poem  on  Spring  by 
Michael  Bruce,  will  remember  that  it  has  much  in  common 
with  the  preceding.  The  only  marked  difference  between 
them  is,  that  Bruce  sung  his  own  dii-ge,  but  in  this  case  it 
is  sung  by  another.] 
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